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PREFACE 


T his book was originally intended to be merely a chapter 
in a much longer book on the war in Russia but many 
months may elapse before this longer book is completed and 
I felt, even before Leningrad was finally hberated in January, 
that the story of that city should be told by itself. 

Leningrad holds a peculiar place in the Russian war. Its 
story can scarcely be regarded as a cross-section of the war as 
a whole. It had during those 29 months of the blockade and 
semi-blockade a mass of mihtary, organisational and human 
problems peculiar to itself. On the other hand, there were 
numerous aspects of the war in Russia not to be foimd in 
Leningrad. It is not without significance that during the 
blockade, and even after the blockade was partly broken, 
people in Leningrad should have continued to distinguish 
between “Leningrad” and “the mainland.” 

When I was in Leningrad in September, 1943, many people 
foretold that Leningrad would be hberated by a drive of the 
Red Army to the Baltic from Nevel or Vitebsk. They said so 
with a touch of regret and apology. One imderstood their 
feelings. And to-day one feels that ihere is a great poetic 
Justice in the fact that Leningrad should have been hberated 
not from outside but by its own troops, the troops of the 
Leningrad front. 

Leningrad has a large share in Russia’s glory, but it has also 
a human greatness pecuharly its own. In Leningrad soldiers 
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and civilians— and by civilians I mean men, women, and 
children— were more completely united in their struggle and 
their fate than anywhere else, with the possible exception of 
Sebastopol. 

Two things encouraged me to write this book. I am the only 
British correspondent to have been in Leningrad during the 
blockade, and the greater part of this book is a record of aU 
I saw and heard in Leningrad during my visit last autumn. 
That visit will remain to me one of my three or four most 
memorable wartime experiences. A few pages are added on 
my more recent visit in February, 1944. Secondly, Leningrad 
(Aough it was then called St. Petersburg) is my native city. 
I lived there till the age of sixteen— those early days are 
described in the preface to my book Moscow ’41— but even 
now, after an absence of more than 25 years, I knew every 
street comer, and the stones of Leningrad had more meaning 
to me than those of any other town except perhaps London 
and Paris. 

In this book I have recorded in detail what I saw and heard, 
but refrained from drawing too many conclusions. Let the 
details in their cumulative effect speak for themselves. 

In conclusion I should like to record my gratitude to Mr. 
Molotov for having authorised my September visit to Lenin- 
grad, to Sir Archibald Clark Kerr, H.M. Ambassador in Mos- 
cow, for his encouragement and help, to the Press Department 
of the Foreign Affairs Commissariat for having arranged the 
visit, to my friend Dangulov and Lieutenant-Colonel Studyo- 
nov for their hard work and their good company during those 
days, and finally to aU the people in Leningrad who in difficult 
conditions gave me so generously their time and their hos- 
pitality. The names of most of them will be found in the 
narrative that follows. 

Outside Russia I wish to thank the Editor of the “Sunday 
Times” for kmd permission to reproduce here some of the 
material previously pubfished in that journal, and my warmest 
thanks go to my friend Leonard Russell for having agreed in 
my absence to see the book through the press. 


Moscow, February, 1944 


A. W. 
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X 



MOSCOW TO LENINGRAD 


T his time it was really definite. The Narhowindel rang 
me up on Thursday night, September 23rd, and told me 
to be at the airport at 2 p.m. the next day. They said that 
Dangulov would accompany me and would pick me up in his 
car at the Metropole. 

At the airport we were joined by Colonel Studyonov, our 
frequent guide on front trips. Little Dangulov who had never 
been in Leningrad before was as excited as I was about this 
trip, and it was something of an anticlimax to the “great ad- 
venture^'' to see him emerge a few minutes later from the air- 
port bookiag office holding in his hand three Moscow-Lenin- 
grad tickets, complete with their return halves! Then after a 
while an airport official said “Passengers for plane number 
so-and-so, come this way.” That was our plane. There were 
several officers travelling; a young woman with a white coat 
and red beret, possibly an actress, and a middle-aged woman 
with a Httle boy. It seemed a healthy sign that children 
should be taken to Leningrad. Shortly before the plane took 
oflF— it was a comfortable twenty-seater Douglas— there was 
a heated discussion between the Childs's mother and an airport 
official who charged her with taking more luggage than was 
allowed, and accused her of “cheating the State.” I don’t know 
how the discussion ended. The cargo, apart from the pas- 
sengers' luggage, contained numerous packing cases and the 
matrix of the Moscow Pravda, which, no doubt, was going to 
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be printed a day late in Leningrad. All this felt surprisingly 

normal. 

And then we took o£F. The idea of going to Leningrad— after 
nearly 26 years— was hard to take in, and since nothing had 
been told me about the programme I made no attempt to 
visualise anything lying ahead. There is a peculiar pleasure in 
abandoning oneself completely to the imprevu. We were fly- 
ing north, leaving Moscow behind us almost at once. To the 
left I could see, among the autumn trees, the white sugar-cake 
pavilion of the Khimki bathing beach. There was a cold nip 
of autumn in the air, and I remembered regretfully how in 
this cold and rainy summer I had gone to bathe at Khimld 
only three or four times. Now the beach was quite deserted. 
Then we passed over a wooded belt of datchas, with an elec- 
tric suburban train running along some railway. Moscow was 
now far behind us. And as we flew out of the immediate neigh- 
bourhood of Moscow into the great spaces of the northern 
forests— an ocean of dark-green fir trees with here and there a 
patch of fluffy bright yellow birches— I remembered the same 
scenery the day when I flew north out of Moscow in October 
1941, when the fate of Moscow and of Russia was in the 
balance. The Germans were already at Viasma then. Then, 
as now, we flew under a ceiling of heavy leaden clouds, driven 
on by a cold north wind, and below there was the same vast 
ejspanse of dark-green fir trees vidth patches of fluffy yellow 
birches. But what a difference! Then, this country was in 
mortal danger, to-day it was in its hour of trimnph. 

The girl with the white coat and the red beret was dozing, 
at the back of the plane the middle-aged woman was playing 
with her two children— another one had turned up from some- 
where— and in the front seats were three men with caps, two 
of them with Orders of the Red Baimer, who looked like en- 
gineers or factory executives. The worst of air travel is that 
you never get to know your fellow travellers. Dangulov, sit- 
ting beside me, was talldng excitedly about the trip, and also 
said that “next time we must try to go to the Caucasus to- 
gether.” He is a stocky httle dark-skinned Circassian, with a 
passion for his native Caucasus, full of Caucasian stories, and 
altogether very good company. One day he told me the story 
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of Ms family. It belonged to one of the few hundred Moslem 
families who, during the Russian conquest of the Caucasus, 
embraced the Orthodox religion, came down from the moun- 
tains, and foimded the town of Armavir in the Kuban Steppes, 
as a result of wMch they acquired Cossack privileges. Armavir 
was burned down by the retreating Germans early in 1943. 
Dangulov had been a war correspondent of the Red Star until 
earlier this year, when he was ordered to return to his old job 
at the Foreign Office. 

It was nearly four o’clock. We were over the great forest 
area, somewhere east of Ka linin . The sun had come out, and 
over us was a blue, almost cloudless sky. The country was a 
greenish-brown, and in this marshland tibe fir trees were small 
and meagre. Then we flew over a string of dazzhngly blue 
little lakes; and then over many more nfiles of forest. There 
had been few villages on our route, but here was one at least— 
a large village of log huts by the side of a large blue lake, and 
a big wMte chiuch with golden crosses ghttering in the sim. 
By the side of the lake a herd of cows was grazing. But how 
thinly populated this area is between the two capitals of 
Russia! And small wonder, when you look at these vast ex- 
panses of marshes and forests, stretching as far as the horizon, 
that there should be in existence whole partisan regions in 
northern Russia, almost inaccessible to the enemy for lack of 
roads. And how depressing these endless forests of north- 
ern Russia must have been to the German invader! 

Another half-hour or so, and then we flew along a wide blue 
river, with reedy banks, winding its way through the marshes 
and forests. On these marshy banks were several little log-hut 
villages, imdamaged by war. And then we flew over the still 
blue waters of another lake in wMch were reflected the autumn 
tints of the red and golden trees. We were flying towards 
Tikhvin. 

Somewhere not far from Tikhvin we stopped for half an 
hour at an aerodrome that looked from the air like an ordinary 
field. The soil was sandy, and around the airfield were tall 
slender pine trees. It was still suimy, but cold, much colder 
than in Moscow. “Beautiful air,” I said, breathing the cold 
scent of the pines. “Rubbish,” said Colonel Studyonov, “you’re 
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in the Leningrad Province now, and Leningrad is notorious 
for its foul air and filthy weather.” He was an incorrigible 
Muscovite, and provided the first example that day of the 
old rivalry between the two capitals. Three sturdy youngsters, 
attached in some capacity to the airfield, came up^ and 
scrounged a few cigarettes from us. “Miserable trees, said 
the Colonel. 

There was something pleasantly leisurely about that flight 
to Leningrad. We walked among the pine trees for half an 
hour; then we were told to take our seats on the plane, but the 
girl with the red beret had disappeared behind the trees and 
we had to wait for a few minutes till she turned up, looking 
slightly embarrassed. Then we took off and again flew low over 
miles of forest. At one point we crossed a railway— was this 
the Tikhvin-Vologda fine? Forests, marshes, Kttle lakes. It 
was from this soil— “from the darkness of the forests, from the 
soft watery marshes” as Pushkin wrote— that St. Petersburg 
rose, “proud and luxuriant.” 

At sunset we landed at another airfield. It also looked like an 
ordinary field, without hangars, and with only fohage-covered 
netting forming camouflaged sheds for the aircraft. Around 
was the real north Russian scenery, with a very muddy road 
fringed by small fir trees and yellow birches, and a few izbas, 
some of which had been destroyed by bombs and others badly 
damaged. “Where’s the biiffet?” said the Colonel. A bearded 
old man pointed to a dilapidated izba on the other side of the 
road. Here, at several rough wooden tables, some people were 
drinking tea. We sat down at the same table as a podgy little 
man with a high starched collar, a tie and a tie-pin, and a 
little Hitler moustache. The hut must have been newly re- 
paired. The walls of the large room were covered not ■with 
wallpaper, but ■with newspapers of May 1943— the Front 
Paper, the Red Star, and Pravda, the last containing pictures 
of the speakers at the All-Slav meeting in Moscow— among 
them the Metropolitan Nikelai and Wanda Wassiliewska. This 
was a sort of amorce canteen, but passengers of the Lenin- 
grad plane— who were all more or less privileged persons— 
were allowed iu. And what an introduction to Leningrad- 
hungry, half-starved Leningradv as some still imagined it to 
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be! The devushlca always bright and cheerful like all canteen 
devushkas, brought us three big mugs of very sweet tea, and 
with it three large slices of very black and damp rye bread, 
and three enormous pats of butter, nearly the size of the 
hunks of bread, nearly a quarter of a pound each. It was a case 
of eating butter and bread rather than bread and butter. 
No doubt this-.was a privileged airforce canteen— but still, 
things couldn’t be very desperate at t h is rate. The ceding of 
the hut was made of new plywood, and on top of the news- 
papers pasted on the walls a poster had been pinned with a 
Russian soldier trampling on a swastika, beside which also 
lay a dead and particularly loathsome-looking Hrm. Through 
the only glass pane in the window— the rest had been replaced 
by plywood— we could see the crimson sunset with the fir trees 
silhouetted against it. “Pleasant evening,’ observed the podgy 
•mflu with the tie-pin, wiping his pe nkni fe on the bread and 
closing it, and abandoning half his butter in the unequal 
struggle. 

The sim had nearly set as we took off for the third time— this 
fime for our non-stop flight to Leningrad. Again we flew over 
miles of dark-brown bogs and forests that now looked black in 
the last rays of the setting sun, and when they had faded to 
a faint glimmer on the horizon in front of us, everything turned 
dark-grey, the land and the sky. We were flying very low now. 
Since our last landing a machine-gunner was stationed in the 
centre of the plane and was now looking round into tibe grey 
sky in all directions. The earth was black now, and the sky 
dark-grey; down below there were a few lights, and outside 
one house a bonfire was burning. “We sometimes fly this 
stret ch with fighter escort, but no fighters were available to- 
night,” said one of the crew. “It’s all right, though. When 
we fly so low, it’s very difficult for them to spot us in the 
twilight.” The lights down below suddenly became more 
numerous, and we flew over a winding canal, running parallel 
to a coastline. “Ladoga,” somebody said. Now, above and be- 
low, everything merged into one-a dark pearly-grey. We were 
almost skimming the smooth surface of the water. We could 
see a faint coastline before us — ^behind that coastline was 
Leningrad— and a thiu fine of fir forests in the south. In the 
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distance, the red beacon of a lighthouse was signalling— was 
it signalling to us? And down below, the water, were tiny little 
islands at regular intervals with anti-aircraft guns pointing 
upwards. This seemed a whole chain of Kttle artificial islands 
built in the shallow bottom of the lake. Or were they floats? 
It was hard to make out; but one reahsed that here was one 
of those Mttle things in the organisation of Leningrad s de- 
fence which had made the city impregnable. 

And then, suddenly, the machine-gunner in the turret be- 
came very fidgety. He grabbed the machine-gun and began 
to twist it about, as though taking aim. There was a moment 
of suspense. Then he relaxed. What had happened? In the 
darkness he had spotted a plane flying straight at us. Later 
he explained what had happened. It had turned out to be 
another Douglas, coming the opposite way. But for a couple 
of seconds in the almost complete darkness, he wasn t sure. 

And then we reached the opposite coast— the Leningrad 
coast. For several miles we flew over what looked like more 
forests; I strained my eyes to see the outline of the city some- 
where to the left, but all was dark. Then suddenly several 
patches of ground were lit up, and a green flare shot up into 
the air— yes, a flare just like those they fire in Moscow on vic- 
tory nights. The zoom of the engines began to soften, the 
propellers turned more slowly, and with a slight bump we 
landed on the patch of light. Then the fights went out again. 
^Ffiyekhali” somebody remarked. “WeVe arrived.” 
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X 



I T was very dark outside, except for several cars and a bus, 
with their headhghts half on. “How far are we from Lenin- 
grad?” I asked. “Not very far,” one of the crew said evasively. 
“Smart work,” somebody said, 'iDringing the plane in like this, 
through the dark. Wonderful fellows, these civilian airmen 
of ours. They’re as nearly infallible as a man can be. Millions 
of miles some of them have flown, and never a hitch.” We 
followed a black shadow with a torch, and were taken to one 
of the cars. An officer with a hard face asked to see our docu- 
ments. He argued with our colonel, and slowly took down all 
particTiIars in the hght of his torch. Our colonel showed no 
impatience, and when at last we were allowed to drive off he 
said, “This is Leningrad. This is the Front. They’re boimd to 
be sticky.” 

At first we drove through the dark along bumpy country 
roads; then we reached some main road. A good deal of traffic 
was coming the other way, with dim headlights on. Then we 
came to the first houses. It was hard to distinguish them, but 
no sky was showing through the windows— they had not been 
burned out. And behind some windows there were faint 
streaks of Hght. “It’s hard to drive in the dark,” said the driver, 
an elderly man judging by the sound of his voice. “It’s my 
fourth black-out winter.” “Third,” I thought, and then it oc- 
curred to me that Leningrad had been in the war-zone dur- 
ing the Finnish war too— 1939-40— the winter of 1940-1 alone 
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had been completely peaceful here. The winter of the London 
blitz. 

We drove on in silence, but everybody was straining his 
eyes to see Leningrad. There wasn’t much to see. More houses, 
all seemingly intact, then one or two that were burned out. 
We were now on the outskirts of the town. Every few min- 
utes an empty or nearly empty tramcar would come in the op- 
posite direction. These places were still unfamihar to me. 
“Okhta,” said the driver, laconically. So that’s where we were, 
on the eastern outskirts of the town, beyond the river. Thb 
back of beyond-the subject of an allegedly true funny story I 
had heard years ago about a drunk who, sticking fus head • 
from under the cover of a horse-sledge says in bewildered 
drunken tones to the driver: “Driver, where have you brought 
me?” “Where you told me to go-to the Vasili Island.” “You 
ass,” says the drunk, “if I had told you to drive me to Okhta, 
you would have driven me to Okhta, eh? I live in the Nevsky 
Prospect, near the Admiralty, you ass.” (If it isn’t funny, try 
to imagine the same scene in a London taxi, and replace the 
place names by say, Golders Green, Tooting and “oflF Tra- 
falgar Square” respectively. ) But now Okhta had a modem 
imfaTniliar outline-with blocks of flats and large five- and sk- 
storey buildings. We turned right and crossed the Neva. To 
the right, against the dark sky, was a cluster of large build- 
ings, with a church dome. “There’s the Smolny, somebody 
said. The Yormg Ladies’ Academy, where the Revolution was 
bom; Lenin’s headquarters in October. The seat of the first 
Soviet Government. Then we drove down a long avenue. 
“What’s this?” “Soviet Avenue,” said the driver. For the first 
time I asked my ever-recurring, irritating question: “What 
was it called before?” “Suvorov Avenue,” he said. “With the 
Suvorov Museum?” I asked. “Yes, there it is,” he replied, point- 
ing to a large unmistakably bombed-out house. “Destroyed in 
’41.” Pity. I remembered file large mural painting of Russian 
troops crossing the Devil’s Bridge on the Saint Gothard Pass 
during Suvorov’s last Italian campaign. Funny though, to 
have changed “Suvorov Avenue” to “Soviet Avenue”— it was 
done d urin g the days when Suvorov wasn’t a suitable name 
to give a street. There were few people in the streets, but 
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First Contact 

some traffic, and tie trams with the dim litde blue lights were 
still running. It was about ten o’clock. The curfew wasn’t till 
eleven. 

Kirochnaya Street, then the Liteiny Avenue— aU familiar 
places. In the Liteiny I distinguished the tall outline of what 
was once the Army and Navy Club. In 1916 I had come here 
to hear Skriabin’s Eoctase conducted by Kussevitzky. We aU 
went frantic over it then. Tastes change. Recently in Moscow, 
with the Poeme de VExtase in the second part of the pro- 
gramme, I had heard an old lady say in the interval to another 
old lady, “My dear, let’s get away from the ExtaseV’ 

We turned into the Nevsky. The dim outline of the Alexan- 
drinka was on the left, and of the Public Library, and the 
Gostiny Dvor, and then of tire Kazan Cathedral, with its 
colonnade modelled after St. Peter’s in Rome. And in front 
of us was the taU needle spire of the Admiralty. 

Just before reaching the Admiralty the car stopped and our 
colonel stepped out and asked us to wait. He disappeared 
into a dimly Ht doorway, with two soldiers with bayonets out- 
side. Dangulov and I stepped out of the car and walked up 
and down the smooth clean pavement. We were right in the 
heart of Leningrad. Before us were trees, and above them, 
the graceful shape of the Admiralty with its needle spire. AU 
was quiet except for an occasional tramcar that rattled past, 
usually quite empty, with two dim coloured lights in front, 
and for the soxmd of an occasional motor horn. Then, tiirough 
the stiUness of the Leningrad night a loud-speaker began to 
talk along the Nevsky Prospect: “This is to-night’s communi- 
que. . . .” More successes in aU directions. The houses on 
either side of the Nevsky looked dark and enormously strange, 
it felt like being in a great European city. 

I stiU couldn’t make out the driver’s face, but his voice 
soimded younger than I had thought at jfirst. “Bad business, 
driving at night,” he said. “I stick strictly to the regulations, 
but the mili tia stiU make a row about the headhghts every time 
they have a chance. Them mihtia girls are very fuimy.” 
"Have you been in Leningrad these last two years?” I asked. 
“Yes,” he said, “since the start. It’s good to be heroes, but we 
could aU do with a spot of ordinary quiet living. Yes, I’ve 
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been tbrougb it all, me and the wife and the kid. Nearly died 
of hunger myself in ’41. It’s a lot better now; I get six hundred 
grammes of bread. Not enough, really, considering what we 
Leningrad people have gone through.” “Have you had much 
shelling lately?” “Yesterday we had twenty minutes of it-the 
Moscow district got it. Nothing much to-day, though. But, my 
God, it used to be bad-especially a few weelcs ago. They kept 
at it for ten days-non-stop; the damn thing went on from 
dawn till dusk. They’re slick sons of bitches— hit the bloody 
tramcar stop right at the comer of the Nevsky and the Sado- 
vaya — ^busiest damned street-comer in the whole of Lenin- 
grad. Everybody was killed or wounded— real nightmare when 
you see what it looks like. Another day they hit a crowded 
tramcar. But it’s better now than it used to be. They say it s 
the airforce that’s keeping them under control. It’s easy now, 
and after what we have stuck, we can manage to stick the 
rest. It mayn’t be long now.” “Yes,” I said, ‘ if Smolensk and 
Vitebsk are taken by the Red Army, they may soon have to 
pull out.” “If it happened to-morrow it would suit me all 
right,” he said. “From what I’ve seen of Leningrad— and it 
isn’t much — I said, “there isn’t as much damage as I 
thought. Kharkov certainly looks ten times worse.” “Oh!” he 
said, soimding very sceptical, “you’ll see plenty of damage 
tomorrow.” 

At last the dark door between the two sentries opened, let- 
ting out a faint ray of light and Colonel Studyonov came out, 
together with another officer. With a salute, and in very good 
English, he introduced himself formally, in Red Army style: 
“Major Lozak, representative of the Command of the Lenin- 
grad Front.” And, turning to the driver, he said: “To the 
Astoria.” We drove up the Nevsky and took the first turning 
to the right. “Ah,” I said, “Gogol Street.” “Quite correct,” 
said the Major. "Wonderful,” said little Dangulov, with the 
tone of an impresario showing off an infant prodigy. Of 
course I remembered Gogol Street; it had a wonderful shop 
for sweets and chocolates which belonged to a Frenchman or 
a Swiss called Berrin. The sweets were wrapped in paper with 
Berrin, Confiseur, rue Gogol, Saint-Fetersbourg printed on 
them. On Christmas Eve or New Year’s Eve there used to be 



First Contact 13 

crowds of cars and smart horse sleighs outside Berrin'^s, and 
luscious displays of sweets and fruits confits and chocolates 
in his brightly lit-up windows. Now Gogol Street was com- 
pletely dark. Then the car turned a comer and we got out 
We were at the Astoria. Turning round, I could see the enor- 
mous black outline of the dome of St. Isaac s. The weather 
had improved; there were a few stars in the sky. Major Lozak 
said something to a shadowy shape in the doorway and we 
entered the large marble-lined hall of the hotel. Oh, ironyl 
The first thing I saw was a large notice-board: ^'Ansfliige: 
Leningrad und seine Umgebung^^ with a whole list of excur- 
sions to Pushkin, vdth “Tsarskoie Selo"^ added in brackets, 
Peterhof, Pavlovsk, etc. On the other side of the square mar- 
ble pillar was a similar notice-board in English: "‘Leningrad— 
this week's entertainments.''' But opposite the names of the 
theatres there were now only blanks. In the far end of the 
haU, half-lit by green-shaded lamps, came the friendly click 
of billiard balls. There were some officers there, playing and 
commenting loudly on the shots. We were escorted by a 
woman up the stairs to the third floor. “Sorry,'" she said, "iDut 
we haven't got the lift working yet.'’ The corridors were white 
and beautifully clean. It was a thoroughly modern hotel, built 
around 1912 by LidvaU, I think, the most fashionable archi- 
tect of his day, whom the Petersbinrg of the “capitalist” period 
had to thank for many useful, well-proportioned and never 
displeasing innovations. To build a modem hotel in one of 
St. Petersburg's most famous squares, almost beside St. 
Isaac's Cathedral, required great tact, and LidvaU had it— 
infinitely more than die Him who built opposite it the fac- 
tory-like red sandstone building of the German Embassy— 
that very German Embassy from whose roof in August 1914 
an angry Russian crowd hurled the aggressively virile bronze 
Teutons and their horses into the street below. Later the 
crowds dragged the naked Huns across the square to the 
nearby Moffia River, and threw them plunk into the water. 
At school, we hked to recall that incident in which one or two 
of us claimed to have taken part. But that by the way. 

It all seemed unreal. We were shown to om rooms. A sup- 
per with wine and vodka botdes had been spread out in the 
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sitting-room. In the double bed-room I sbared with Dangulov 
there was very good bedlinen, and a bathroom and lavatory- 
attached, though with cold water only. The colonel took the 
room next to ours. An amiable old dame, wearing pince-nez 
and a little purple tartar cap, took charge of us. “Let’s have 
supper,” said Major Lozak. I could now see him clearly at 
last. He was young and pale, and very slim, with a re^ar 
Roman nose, his fair hair brushed back, and very pale green- 
ish-grey eyes like the Baltic on a rainy day. He had gone 
right through the Leningrad blockade, and wore on his tunic 
the Order of the Red Star and the Leningrad Defence medal 
with its pale-green ribbon. Later he told me a lot about him- 
self. We started supper, and were soon joined by a new ar- 
rival, Major Likharev, with a pale, rough-hewn face and a 
hea-vy jaw. He turned out to be the President of the Lenin- 
grad Writers’ Union, and had -written ten books of verse, 
most of which, I was ashamed to say, I hadn’t read. However, 
Comrade Likharev said that since die beginning of the war 
he had been engaged in war work and a large variety of 
“organisationar’ jobs, and that he had in effect abandoned 
literature for the duration, apart from what he wrote for the 
soldiers’ papers of the Leningrad Front. 

We had supper and then the officers went off somewhere, 
to discuss with some military authority the next day’s arrange- 
ments. I stayed behind -with Dangulov and the old dame 
whose name was Anna Andreie-vna. It was a pleasant room, 
-with conventional but good quality hotel furniture, a desk 
■with the inevitable alabaster inkstand and a rack with “In- 
tourist” notepaper and envelopes, and on the wall a very oily 
oil painting of a Ukrainian village, with white thached-roofed 
cottages and in front of them two girls and a cow with an 
abnormally large udder— no doubt a symbol of Ukrainian 
prosperity. Anna Andreievna was an entertaining old dame. 
She had lived through the whole blockade and seemed none 
the worse for it I don’t know why, but her conversation was 
slightly reminiscent of that of la vietUe, the imforgettable 
Pope’s daughter in Candide. “I am 67 now,” she said, “but in 
1905 1 was camerista to Prince Mura-viav, the Russian Ambas- 
sador in Rome. In 1906 he died— very dramatic it was, too. He 
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died of heart failure at the party given— that’ll interest you— 
by the British Charge d’AfEaires. After that I became cam- 
erista to the Princess Borghese in Rome. Yes, sir, we used to 
go to Paris every year, to buy linen and liogerie at the Maison 
de Blanc, and toilettes at Worth’s and Paquin’s. Just the Prin- 
cess and I. Stayed in the best hotel, of course, the Hotel Ven- 
dome, do you know it? I’ve been here for four years now. 
And now that there are no waiters, I do everything.” “Will 
you have a little wine, Anna Andreievna?” “Thanks,” she 
said. She sipped the Russian madeira. “It isn’t quite what one 
was used to abroad, when I travelled about widi the Princess 
Borghese,” she said, ‘Taut we can’t be too particular these 
days, can we? Why, you’re going to make me quite tipsy,” 
she added with a girlish giggle. “I’m not used to drink these 
days, you know.” “Have a chocolate?” 'Thanks, if you don’t 
mind I’ll take it home.” “Cigarette?” She liked the Lucky 
Strike. “Yes,” she said, “I love foreign cigarettes. When I 
lived abroad, I used to smoke Egyptian Tanagras.” I couldn’t 
quite figure out what she had done after parting from the 
Princess Borghese, but for four years now she had worked 
at the Astoria, and for four years before that at the Hotel 
d’Europe. “I’m an old woman,” she said, “but I’m as strong 
as a horse. I carried up aU these dishes from the ground floor 
—all at one go. Didn’t turn a hair.” She pointed at the huge 
waiter’s tray on the sidetable. “I had a son of forty-eight. I 
was married very yoimg, you see. He was killed in the war— 
the Finnish war. Yes, sir, forty-eight; great big husky fellow 
he was, and very fond of his old mammal” I asked if she’d had 
a very diEBcult time during the famine. “Awful,” she said, 
“quite awful. The Astoria looks like a hotel now— but you 
should have seen it then! It was turned into a hospital. Just 
heU. They used to bring here all sorts of people, mostly intel- 
lectuals, who were dying of hunger. Gave them vitamin tab- 
lets, tried to pep them up a bit. However, a lot of them were 
too far gone, and died almost the moment they got here. I 
know what it is to be hungry. Just awful. I was so weak I 
could hardly walk. I had to use a walking-stick to support me. 
I’d walk down the Vosnesensky to go home. My home is only 
about a mile away, in the Sadovaya. I’d have to stop to sit 
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down every liundred yards; my legs just wouldn t carry me. 
Toole me sometimes over an hour to get home. 

^It wasn't that I couldn t have lived a lot better than other 
people if I had wanted to,” she went on, ‘hut I had six people 
on my hands. Yes, three old women living in the same house, 
and a yoimg woman with two children— her husband was at 
the Front. He has since been killed. And the woman herself 
died of pneumonia, there was nothing that could save her, 
because when you're nm down, and there’s no heating, and 
you worry a lot, you just die. Now one of the old women, 
who’s her mother, has charge of the children, and the kids 
are fine, and we all live together.” “Well,” I said, “you couldn’t 
have fed them out of your ration, could you? What were you 
getting during the worst period— one htmdred and twenty- 
five grammes of bread?” “Yes, thats right, she said, and 
even our Lord Jesus Christ couldn t have fed seven people on 
that! No,” she said, not without a touch of pride, “since the 
Finnish war in which my dear son was killed, I had a feeling 
that we were in for more trouble before long. Oh, I hnew it 
was coming. The fall of Paris, and then all that terrible bomb- 
ing of London. That winter I bought a few sacks of flour, and 
a few other odds and ends. And wasn 1 1 glad I had done iti 
I was so proud every night when I could give a little extra 
food to the three old women, and tbe two little children, and 
their poor dear mother, God bless her soul. You don’t know 
what it was like. You just stepped over corpses in the street, 
and on stairs! You simply stopped taking any notice. It was 
no use worrying. Terrible things used to happen. Some people 
went quite insane with hunger. And the practice of simply 
hiding the dead somewhere in the house, and using their 
ration-cards was very common indeed. There were so many 
people dying all over the place, the authorities couldn’t keep 
track of aU the deaths. Besides, if a death wasn’t declared, 
how were they to know?” She looked at the packet of Luckys. 
“May I have another of your English cigarettes? Just can’t 
resist it! So like the dear old Egyptian Tanagras!” She puffed 
at it with relish. “Oh, it’s all right now,” she said. 

“Now I am as strong as a horse again. To-morrow there’ll 
be a mflitary banquet for two hundred and fifty people down- 



First Contact 17 

stairs; 111 have to be up all night checking the crockery and 
the tablelinen. I don’t need any sleep-couple of hours and 
I m as fit as a fiddle. But you should have seen me in Feb- 
ruary 1942. Oh, Lord, I looked funny! My weight had 
dropped from seventy kilos to forty-eight. Dropped thirty 
Idlos in four months! Now I am back to sixty-two— feel quite 
plump! Now that the worst is over, Im sure Im good for 
another twenty years. I hope I may go abroad yet. Fd like to 
see Paris again, and Rome. Walk down that nice street— what 
was its name agam?— yes, the Corso Umberto. Yes, I like 
Rome, like it better than Leningrad.” She dropped her voice. 
^^Just getting a little tired of Leningrad, between you and me.” 
Then, after pressing us to eat more, and offering to make us 
some hot tea— "Oh, no trouble at all, or perhaps some nice 
black coffee”— for aU of which we thanked her but said no. 
She bade us good-night, and departed balancing on one hand 
over her shoulder &e enormous tray with the spoons and 
forks and bottles and dishes. A remarkable old woman, I 
thought. So absurdly genteel, and yet with so much char- 
acter and courage. I could just see her with her pince-nez on 
her plump little nose, crawling through the snow along the 
Voznesensky, resting on her little walking-stick, and then 
finally reaching home, and feeding those children and old 
women out of her precious hoard of floin:. She must have got 
mighty near the end of her hoard in those four months. . . . 
She and her dependents were lucky to have had that hoard, 
luckier than thousands of others. But even she had lost four 
stone in weight. • . . And maybe she was getting ^"a little 
tired” of Leningrad now; but she had stayed on during the 
worst time and ever since. Because of a sense of duty? Or 
because of those two children and three helpless old women? 
Or simply because she "iDelonged” to the place, as thousands 
of others had stayed on for precisely the same reason? And 
at heart she certainly liked the Nevsky far better than the 
Corso Umberto. 
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X 



ST. PETERSBURG-LENINGRAD 


T he next day was that in which I fully realised that the 
shell was still the same, but that this was a very different 
city from what I had known it to be. St. Petersburg, Petrograd 
had gone for ever. This was Leningrad. It had inherited many 
things from the other two, but it had its own substance, its 
own personality. Leningrad was not just a new name for St. 
Petersburg; it was a name that meant a hundred things that 
the other did not. Similarly, there were hundreds of things 
that belonged to St. Petersburg which could not be found in 
Leningrad. Perhaps this distinction was not so sharp three 
years ago, but to-day Leningrad had acquired the same dis- 
tinctive personahty as Stalingrad. One no more felt like call- 
ing Leningrad “St. Petersburg” or “Petrograd” than one felt 
like calling Stalingrad “Tsaritsyn.” Perhaps, in the course of 
years, when thoughts of the siege and the blockade fade in 
people's memories, they may again colloquially refer to the 
city by its own name; but it was significant that throughout 
my stay not one person should have called the city Petrograd 
or St. Petersburg, though everybody without exception con- 
tinued to call the principal streets and most of the others by 
their old names. It was always the Liteiny, and the Nevsky, 
and the Morskaya— never the Volodarsky Avenue, or the Octo- 
ber Twenty-fif& Avenue, or Herzen Street.^ People had not 

^ By a decree in January, 1944, many of the old street names were re- 
stored, among them Nevsky. Liteiny, Sadovaya. 
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accepted these artificial irmovatioiis; they had, however, ac- 
cepted the city’s new name— a name full of new associations, 
St. Petersburg now belonged to hterature, and to history, but 
no longer to real life. And nothing convinced me more of this 
than the curious personal experience I had that day of re- 
visiting the house where I had spent the first sixteen years of 
my life, and which I had not seen for more than a quarter of a 
century. 

Dangulov wakened me and pulled aside the black-out cur- 
tains. There was a drizzle outside. I could see through the 
window, on the other side of the street, a beautiful classical 
baroque building, with long tall windows, rounded on top, 
and walls of salmon-pink stucco, and flat white semi-pillars. 
Funny; looking out of a window in Rome one might have seen 
something very similar. Europe, Europe! it occurred to me. 
Great French and Italian architects (who were paid fabulous 
sums by the Tsars and Empresses) and their Russian pupils 
had really given the city its essential character— this city which 
had grown and perhaps still remained the western half of 
Russia’s soul.^ Would I find any traces of * westemism” in 
Leningrad to-day, I wondered. In the days that followed, I 
was to find them, immistakably. 

Anna Andreievna, as bright and chatty as on the previous 
night, produced a sumptuous breakfast, with a lot of zakuski, 
including pickled minog% a Leningrad speciahty, a tough ht- 
tle eel-like fish which you were supposed to eat complete with 
its spine. The zakuski were followed by fried eggs and piping- 
hot black coffee. At the mention of minogi our Colonel laughed 
heartily, and digging Dangulov in the ribs, produced a ‘real 
Caucasian charade” which was even more untranslatable than 
unrepeatable. “Didn’t they teach you that one at school in 
Tiflis?” he laughed. Dangulov said he didn’t come from TiSis 
but from Armavir. To the Russian the Caucasian is what the 

^ Actually some of the greatest of Leningrad's buildings were built by 
pure Russians like Voronikhin, who built the Kazan Cathedral, and 
Zakharov, who built the Admiralty. Russian art-lovers also emphasise 
that the great Rastrelli, builder of the Winter Palace, Peterhof Palace 
and Catherine Palace in Tsarskoye Selo, arrived in Russia as a child of 
eight. 
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Scot is to an Englishman, an object for friendly leg-pulling. 

Then the two majors arrived, accompanied by a man called 
Baranov, wearing a semi-military tunic. He was the chief 
architect of the city of Leningrad, and was going to take us 
round the city, and escort us to some of the places I had asked 
to be shown. “It may be a good thing it’s raining a bit,” said 
Baranov. “They haven’t started shelling us yet. They prefer 
clear days. But it’s clearing up, so we may have some yet.” We 
went downstairs. Already some people, in the far end of the 
hall, were playing billiards. As we went out into the square in 
front of the Astoria, here was on the right St. Isaac’s Cathedral, 
with its lofty granite pillars, and its St. Paul-hke dome. It was 
the only thing that looked different— the gilt dome which one 
could see forty miles away from any height in Finland or from 
well beyond Oranienbaum, on the soudrem side of the Gulf, 
had been dimmed with dark-grey camouflage paint. And in 
the garden, in front of the cathedral, cabbages were now 
growing, and among them was an anti-aircraft gun. Opposite 
us was the absurd former building of the German Embassy, 
minus the bronze horses and the naked Hims on its roof. To 
the left was Klodt’s equestrian statue of the wicked Tsar, 
Nicholas the First, he and part of his horse protruding from 
the tall structme of sandbags and scaffolding. The architect 
explained that the top part of this scaffolding was just now 
being renewed. And beyond, at the far end of the square, was 
the large Mariinsky Palace, where the “pre-Parhament” used 
to meet during the last stormy weeks of the Kerensky regime. 
And to the side of it, straight as an arrow, the narrow Vosne- 
sensky Prospect ran south, a street full of Gogol and Dostoi- 
evsky associations. In this street was the barber’s shop in 
which Gogol’s Major Kovalev lost his surrealist nose— that 
nose which he then observed on the following day, driving 
down the street in a coach and wearing the uniform and the 
cocked hat of a state coimciUor. How many other weid visions 
had risen out of the mist of St. Petersbmg, out of the grey 
cold vapours of the Neva? . . . 

We walked roimd St. Isaac’s Cathedral. A few of the granite 
pillars had been chipped by shell sphnters, and the glass was 
broken in aU the windows which were now more or less 
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boarded up. Inside it was no longer a church but a “museum of 
religion.” Would it ever be opened as a church again, I won- 
dered, or would the museum— no longer quite conforming with 
the “general line”— be put to other uses? St. Isaac’s is not 
“typically” Leningrad. If anything, it is in contrast with the 
“native” architecture, the classical stucco buildings. Here, 
beyond St. Isaac’s, was the real thing: to the left, the magnifi- 
cent yellow stucco building of the former Imperial Senate, to 
the right, also in bright-yeUow stucco, the massive building of 
the Admiralty ■with its wonderful single tower and its needle 
spire, that tall needle spire which Pushkin watched from his 
■window on those brief summer nights, those “white” northern 
nights of St. Petersburg. Even during the brief hour of dark- 
ness the point of the spire, still lit up by the last traces of the 
simset and the first traces of da^wn, continued to shine. In 
front of us was the wide breezy expanse of the grey Neva, 
with the Vasili Island opposite, ■with the University and 
Academy of Sciences on its Embankment, and the beautiful 
classical pillared building of the former Bourse, now the naval 
museum, on its eastern tip. And further to the right rose high 
into the sky the other needle spire of St. Petersburg, the spire 
of the Fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul which Peter the Great 
had built. The spire was no longer glittering, and seemed a 
little thicker than it shorJd have been. “There’s quite a story 
attached to that,” said Baranov, the architect. “We had to 
camouflage the gilt when the Germans started shelling us in 
a big way. And it was infernally difficult. We were passing 
through the worst period of the famine. When a man is him- 
gry he turns giddy much more easily than usual, and to ask 
anyone to climb up the needle spire of the Fortress was to 
ask him to take on the giddiest job in the world. To paint the 
spire would have been too comphcated. What we decided to 
do was to cover it with a long canvas case painted grey. Only 
who would chmb up that spire? We found plenty of volun- 
teers— here in Leningrad you can find a volunteer for any- 
thing— but we realised that the fellows were much too weak 
and would just kill themselves. So we picked on a few who 
looked less exhausted than the others, and we fed them well 
for three or four days— and, by heaven, they did the job. 
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Somewhere in the distance the shelling had begun. We 
were standing in the middle of the Senate Square. To the 
right, where there had once been lawns, more vegetables 
were growing, and among these cabbage-beds were the ele- 
vated openings of dug-outs, and from among them rose a large 
sandbagged structure. Inside it was the greatest equestrian 
statue of modem times. Falconet’s Peter the Great, the Bronze 
Horseman. It still stood there, surrounded by sandbags, on 
its gigantic granite rock which had been hauled with i n fi ni te 
labour from Lakhta, from across the Gulf of Finland, at the 
behest of Catherine the Great. And when, after nine years of 
delays, failinres and quarrels, the great statue was at last com- 
pleted, she ordered that the rock be simply inscribed: “Petoo 
Prtmo Catherina Seoonda.” Now, around the sandbagged 
stracture, cabbages were untidily growing. 

No statue had ever become so much the symbol of a great 
city as this, or had given men so much food for thought. To 
Pushkin, Peter was right to have built this strange city, which 
symbolised, like Peter him self, the new era of Russian history, 
the “Window into Europe.” He was right, though it was built 
on the bones of thousands of serfs who had died in the in- 
human eflFort of turning the swamp into an island of granite. 
Pushkin knew that Peter’s work was ruthless, but he knew 
that it had to be, and that it was good and right. He loved the 
city’ s severe, graceful harmony. 

During the nineteenth century the city grew— grew into 
a city of close on two million people. It was no longer entirely 
a city of “severe, graceful harmony,” it had become a centre 
of trade and industry with himdreds of thousands of new- 
comers— of traders, and a proletariat, a city of fearful variety, 
full of hmnan contrast and human conflicts and insoluble 
contradictions. The white mists of the Neva were blackened 
by the fog of factory chimneys. Instead of the crisp sunny^ 
winter days of PushJdn came the eerie rainy auturrm nights 
of Dostoievsky and the shadowy unreality of Blok’s St. Peters- 
burg poems. And before his death in 1909, Innokenti Annen- 
sky wrote his tragic prophecy— his poem “St. Petersburg”— in 
which he spoke of Peter’s “cursed error.” It was no longer the 
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misty lilac St. Petersburg of Blok but a city of cadaverous 
yellow water, “yellow” snow. “And even in May, when the 
shadows of the white northern night are spread over the 
waves of the Neva, I feel no more the magic of spring, but 
only the poison of fruitless desires.” A “cursed error”! So the 
poet felt. Perhaps in terms of geography and economics it was 
even more so. From 1918 to 1921 Petrograd nearly died of 
hunger. Thousands died of himger and two-thirds or more of 
its population scattered. The first Soviet Government moved 
“temporarily” to Moscow. Petrograd was not only threatened 
with starvation, but with invasion. It was much more hungry 
than Moscow. Not until several years later did it become again 
a great city of three million people. But ten or twelve years 
passed, and again came invasion, and again came hunger, 
this time far more terrible than the himger of the first years 
of the Revolution. The “cursed error” again? 

But if so, thousands fought for this error, and died for it. 
And those who survived meant to persist in it. And yet, will 
Leningrad, sad and half-deserted and beautiful, be Russia’s 
capital again? I asked many people that question. They all 
shook their heads, some of them with a faint, slightly defiant 
smile. 

There were ships on the Neva, anchoring in midstream, or 
moored to the granite side of the quay, opposite the long fine 
of small half-deserted palaces. The ships were painted grey, 
a few naval craft among them, but mostly former cargo ships. 
Were they all being used for anti-aircraft batteries? On board, 
sailors of the Baltic Fleet were busy doing things. Where was 
the rest of the Baltic Fleet? Kronstadt, perhaps. But I pre- 
ferred not to ask. And how much of the Fleet was left? Even 
less did I like to ask that. All I knew was that the Baltic Fleet 
had done wonders, but that in the early days of the war, in 
the Gulf of Riga, and at Tallinn, it had suffered many great 
losses through air bombardment. To-day its submarines still 
continued to be active in the Baltic, and the naval marines, 
fighting on the Leningrad front, were among the toughest 
Russian troops. The Germans had an almost superstitious fear 
of these men who were reputed to be desperate characters. 
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who preferred Icnifing Germpis to any other form of slaugh- 
ter. In 1917 the bomgeoisie Regarded the sailors of the Baltic 
Fleet as a new variety of apache. 

And true enough, there were many thugs among them— 
nice the twelve of Blok’s poems-apostolic thugs which any 
Revolution not only produces but needs. They could look 
ruthless and frightening, and rather romantic. With that long 
forelock coming from imder the sailor’s cap, worn at such 
a rakish angle, with their tattooed chests showing above their 
striped blue and white jerseys, and that devilish swagger of 
theirs, they drove all the dishonest women of Petrograd crazy 
and many an honest one too. 

But the Baltic Fleet to-day was difiFerent. Much of the old 
swaggering tradition was still ahve, but they were highly 
disciplined men now, with infinite devotion and a record of 
courage and self-sacrifice that matched the record of their 
southern comrades, the sailors of the Black Sea Fleet and of 
the marines who fought and died at Sebastopol. 

We drove in the car along the quay to the Summer Garden, 
over the little hinnped granite bridges across the Venetian- 
hke Winter Canal and the Swan Canal, past the Winter Pal- 
ace, with its now dirty-grey walls chipped by shell splinters, 
past the grey Marble Palace overlooldng the vast Champ de 
Mars parade groxmd, now turned into a huge cabbage field. 
In the wide space between the Marble Palace and the build- 
ing formerly the British Embassy, the residence of the last 
British Ambassador in Petrograd, Sir George Buchanan, stood 
the statue of Suvorov, clad in Roman armour after the fashion 
of 1800, and looking as unlike the most popular general of 
the Russian Army as Nelson would look his own self wearing 
a bowler hat. Nevertheless, the odd sculptural convention 
was accepted by the people of Leningrad. Baranov remarked 
that the authorities were going to sandbag Suvorov, but the 
soldiers of the Leningrad front asked that this should not be 
done as they Hked to visit the Suvorov statue when on leave. 

The famous tall golden railings of the Summer Garden 
with the shiny granite urns on top were stiU much the same— 
those railings which an eccentric English yachtsman had 
come specially to see. He stepped ashore outside the Summer 
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Garden and, having examined the railings, went aboard his 
yacht again fully satisfied, and sailed back to England. A 
favourite, if improbable, St. Petersburg story. So here was the 
Summer Garden, that piece of primeval forest with Hme trees 
many centuries old, which at Peter the Great s behest a mas- 
ter gardener from Hanover had turned into one of the most 
famous parks in Europe. In the north-east comer of the gar- 
den, beside the little humped granite bridge, Peter had built 
himself a little house, Dutch in its simplicity. There it still 
was. During the first half of the eighteenth century the pleas- 
ure-loving Empresses had built grottoes and fountains in the 
park, and they called the httle river to the east of it Fon- 
tanka, because its waters fed the foimtains. Catherine had the 
fountains and the grottoes scrapped, and the Smmner Garden 
then acquired its definite character— with dark leafy alleys 
lined by maples and the many centuries-old lime trees. Round 
it ran a riding path— the Rotten Row of St. Petersbmrg, and 
across it, from its pond in the south up to the Neva Embank- 
ment ran the famous main alley with its white marble statues 
cf Diana and ApoUo and other Greek gods on either side. And 
near the centre of the garden was the large playground for 
children, and here in 1855 was erected the large bronze statue 
of Krylov, the Russian La Fontaine, with bas-rehefs roimd 
the pedestal, illustrating his most celebrated fables known 
by every Russian child. The garden was full of historical and 
literary memories and was the scene of the first act of Tchai- 
kovsky’s Queen of Spades. 

To me, the Letni Sad, the Summer Garden, was also full 
of childhood memories— for I was taken there every day for 
years (at first, no doubt in a pram), in spring, autumn, and 
even winter, when little wooden houses were put over the 
Greek gods and goddesses to protect them from ice and snow. 
But I shall not bore the reader with stories of how I built snow- 
men or played hide-and-seek among Peter the Great’s old 
lime trees with playmates most of whose names I no longer 
even remember, and who to-day may, for all I know, be he- 
roes of the Soviet Union, or white emigres, or nobodies, or 
merely the flimsy remains of Leningraders who died in the 
famine. 



26 Leningkad 

Through the half-closed main gate on the Neva Embank- 
ment we walked into the garden. It was the same, and yet 
very different. The alley of Greek gods and goddesses had 
disappeared. Not only the statues but the alley itself had 
almost vanished. The statues had been removed to safety, 
and much of the width of the famous alley was now being 
used for growing cabbages. There were cabbages everywhere 
—even in the shaded parts among the old trees, and natmraUy, 
over the whole area of “Rotten Row.” These were plots that 
had been lent by the Town Council to hundreds of private 
families. It was hard to find one’s bearings. We walked, how- 
ever, along a narrow path which was the middle of the former 
main alley, with cabbage beds on both sides, and came to the 
children’s playgroimd around “Granpa Krylov.” It was aston- 
ishing: all the trees, even the centenarian lime trees, some of 
them propped up as before with rusty iron supports, were 
iutact except for a few that had been shattered by shells. The 
truth is— and this ranks as a particularly remarkable fact— 
that although m the winter of 1941 thousands died of cold, 
nobody was even tempted to cut a tree in any of Leningrad s 
historic parks. Kr}dov still sat on his pedestal, reading his own 
fables. The statue had been sandbagged only half-way up. 
“You see,” said the architect, “we started on this job during 
the worst possible time. And people were just too weak and 
too hungry to finish it. And later there were more important 
things to do, so the job was never completed.” 

The garden was almost deserted. There were few people 
around and there was a strange stiUness everywhere, except 
for the distant thud of exploding shells. There was scarcely any 
sound of trafiSc, and that most famihar sound of the Summer 
Garden was absent— the harsh cry of the hundreds of crows 
that used to live on the tops of the old trees. I remembered 
those crows, fluttering among the bare tree-tops in the early 
purple twilight of St. Peterburg’s winter evenings which came 
about three in the afternoon. There were no crows in the 
Summer Garden now, and one could guess their fate. No 
birds, and few people. Only at the far end, near the pond 
whose large slopes presented a curious decorative pattern of 
very regular carrot- and cabbage-beds, and with the famous 
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granite vase sandbagged in front of it, we came across some 
people— Half a dozen cheerful and healthy-lookiag litde chil- 
dren from a children’s home, accompanied by a young woman 
teacher, and two elderly women digging cabbages. The chil- 
dren joyfully surrounded our majors and insisted on placing 
with their medals and decorations. The shelling had by now 
become louder— the shells were explo(^g in a part of the 
town much nearer the centre, but nobody seemed to worry. 
We were now on the Moika River at the south end of the gar- 
den. On the other side of the granite-hned river rose from 
among the autumn trees the majestic red stucco building of 
the Mikhailovsky or Engineers’ Castle— more a castle indeed 
than a palace— once the residence of Catherine’s heir, the 
“mad Tsar,” Paul the First. It looked all right from here, ex- 
cept for broken windows, but Comrade Baranov remarked 
that the building had been very badly damaged by a ton 
bomb on the other side, and that it had suffered greater dam- 
age than any other historic building in Leningrad. 

We ba/1 told the driver to meet us at this end of the Summer 
Garden, and we then drove from here to the house where I 
had once lived. This was a very badly bombed area— no one 
could quite say why. And it all looked wretchedly shabby and 
deserted— the narrow Panteleimon Street r unnin g east from 
the Summer Garden, a street— as I knew it before— of elderly 
and rather nondescript large houses and smallish shops, 
mostly grocers’ shops, bakeries, and small haberdashery and 
ironmongers’ estabhshments, and at right angles to it, the 
sedate and wealthy Mokhovaya. Now it aU looked deserted 
and pitiful. Not only had all the shops disappeared--both 
streets, formerly so different in character, being imited in the 
same drabness— but this was the nearest I saw in the centre of 
Leningrad to a blitzed area. Half a dozen houses in the Pan- 
teleimonskaya had been wrecked by large bombs and in the 
Mokhovaya eleven houses-aU four- or five-storey buildings- 
had been destroyed. When we tinned into the Mokhovaya, I 
saw the tall bay-windows of number twenty-nine, a hundred 
yards down the street, and the top one of these bay-windows 
hsid been my own room. It came back very vividly— the nickel 
bed in the comer nearest the door, and the open fireplace 
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vdth a framed photogravure of the Bay of Naples above the 
mantelpiece, and the two large cupboards full of Russian, 
English, French and German books, and the desk inside the 
bay-vindow and on it a large, bronze electric lamp with its 
large orange shade with silk tassels. The best things in the 
room were a big Persian rug my father had brought back from 
the Caucasus, and the all-round view from the three windows 
round the desk—I watched from here the rioting and shooting 
going on during the February Revolution wnth excited crowds 
running this way and that, and one day smashing up a police 
station just a little down the street. The worst things in the 
room were the above-mentioned photogravure of the Bay of 
Naples, a pair of stuffed squirrels I had shot myself, and two 
monstrosities somebody had brought from Egypt— a stuffed 
baby crocodile which stank, and some sort of unusable Orien- 
tal smoking contraption made of ivory and an ostrich egg. 
How different from the charming collection of Japanese ivo- 
ries and embroideries and Chinese paintings and wood carv- 
ings my father had bought during his five years in the Far 
East many years before, and which were assembled in the 
little yellow ^boudoir^ ( as it was called ) next to my room. 
The house opposite, a plain square box of a house with dirty- 
yellow stucco walls, was now partly smashed by a bomb. It 
was notable only for the marble memorial plate outside it— 
Dargomyzhsky, the composer who wrote Rusalka, had lived 
here m the fifties or sixties of last century. From my window 
I could also see on its second floor the large shop sign, ^^Rau 
Reheur/’ French, like so many other shop signs in St. Peters- 
burg. In the next house was another shop with, similarly in 
French, "'Fleurs de Nice” above it. The mysterious "Rau 
Relieur” was actually an old Jew who looked hke Socrates; 
he never managed to fill his orders in time, and, wringing his 
hands, he always blamed his dark, sulky daughter for what 
he called the "chaos” of his bookbmdery. 

Number twenty-nine was part of what was known as the 
"House of Russia,” ""Russia” being the name of the insurance 
company which owned it, and had built it in 1899. The date 
was still marked on the httle weathercock on the roof. Num- 
ber twenty-nine was composed of three large flats, each with 
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very liigh ceilings which accounted for this three-storey house 
being as high as most other four-storey houses. On the ground 
floor hved some Baltic baron called Osten Sacken, and on 
the first floor an extremely senile former Tsarist Minister of 
Finance, called Timiriazey. He hved there, seemingly in great 
seclusion, with an old spinster of a daughter to keep him com- 
pany and to play the piano to him. The top floor had been 
my home. Number twenty-nine was separated from number 
twenty-seven— which was also part of Ae “House of Russia” 
—by a large courtyard with a garden and a big clock in the 
middle and separated from the street by taU iron railings and 
a gate. In the block at the back of the courtyard there used 
to hve the notoriously reactionary former Minister of the In- 
terior of the name of Dumovo. I remembered the servants 
referring to this wicked pillar of Tsarism with anger and de- 
rision. In number twenty-seven there used to be the Tagen- 
tsev Gymnasimn, the once well-known girls’ high school. My 
cousin, Olga, used to go to it. After the Revolution she be- 
came a doctor and a wholehearted supporter of the new 
rdgime, and the last I heard was that she was working on the 
Volga during the famine of 1921. 1 never learned what hap- 
pened to her afterwards. Rumour had it that she died of 
tuberculosis a year or two later at the age of twenty-four, but 
where or in what circumstances I was never able to discover. 

It was odd to be here again. When I rationalised it, it was 
the same place. And yet, apart from the actual walls of the 
houses— and even they were grubby and shell-marked— every- 
thing was completely changed. Tfre front door, with its 
brightly polished glass panes and brass handles, had gone. 
Efim, ifre middle-aged porter— the schveitzar—with his httle 
goatee beard, red tubercular cheekbones and kindly smile 
and his little colloquialisms— he died of tuberculosis early on 
in the Revolution, leaving behind two small orphan boys— 
Efim, with his gold-braided cap and blue uniform with brass 
buttons, was now an infinitely distant memory. The heavy 
brass handles had disappeared heaven knows when, and the 
carefully polished little glass panes had been blasted away. 
The door was covered with plywood and on it a notice said 
“A.R.P. Post. No access to the attic from here.” 
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We knocked on the door and rang probably a dead bell, but 
nothing happened. An elderly man going past said we should 
try to get in through number twenty-seven. We went past the 
yard with the iron railings. These also were closed. The little 
garden had been turned into a vegetable plot, and although 
the iron skeleton of the clock was still standing, the clock 
itself had been blown out by blast. At length we penetrated 
through a passage in number twenty-seven into this yard, and 
here a middle-aged woman, looking us up and dovm with 
great suspicion, came up. She wore a reddish-brown woollen 
coat and had a muffler round her head. *T^m a member of the 
house committee,''^ he said, addressing herself to the three 
officers, "and I cant allow strangers to walk round like this 
without asking what they want.'''' It was a sHghtly awkward 
moment. m a representative of the Leningrad Command, 
said klajor Lozak, ‘‘and these people here are with me. You 
see—"’ he seemed slightly embarrassed, “here is a British cor- 
respondent. Used to live here some years ago. He d like to 
have a look at the house where he lived.” “Which flat? said 
the house-committee woman. “That one, up there, I said, 
pointing at the study and the dining-room windows, num- 
ber twenty-six.” She seemed shghtly reassured at my knowl- 
edge of the correct number. “I see,” she said. “Well, the front 
door is locked, but you can go up the back stair.” We pene- 
trated into the dark courtyard and the back of number twen- 
ty-nine. Everything looked very deserted. There were no 
people about except for the house-committee woman and she 
was not very communicative. “Who’s living there now?” I 
asked, but she ignored my question. I remembered that back 
stair. At the bottom of it was the dark little lodge where old 
Efim and his two httle boys and the deceased wife’s sister, a 
little monkey of a woman, a terribly humble httle thing v/ho 
always showed infinite gratitude for ten- or twenty-kopek- 
tips, used to hve. Efim used to complain of his lodge, and 
would say it was damp, and was making his tuberculosis 
worse. He used to feed the httle monkey woman and pay her 
foxir roubles a month and she looked sdter the children and 
the miserable httle house on the dark ground floor. I also 
remembered the back stair because it used to have a pungent 
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smell of cats. I missed this smell of cats now. It merely smelt 
dead and musty— faintly reminiscent of the graves of Orel. 

Taking tire porter s route, we emerged from the first floor 
landing of the back stair into the “hall” of the front stair, just 
outside the Baltic baron’s door. Then we climbed up two more 
flights. It was exciting and yet very odd. It was afl different. 
The white imitation marble walls were covered with dark, 
dirty-brown paint, and there was no sign of the well-scrubbed 
wooden steps with the red carpet and the carefully poHshed 
brass carpet rails. And then we reached the top landhig. This 
was “home.” The oval window above the door was broken. 
The door was covered with the same dirty-brown paint but 
the place where the old brass plate had once been could stfll 
be seen with the four screw holes still showing. The door was 
half open. To the left was the long corridor leading to the 
kitchen. At right angles on the right was the narrow passage 
leading to my own room. The haU was dark and empty. No 
mirror, no coat-hangers— nothing. Strange. I was going to 
open the door into the dining-room but found it locked. We 
knocked. There was no response. With five or six people 
marching up and down the haU and knocking at doors, we 
must have made quite a lot of noise. But noting stirred. I 
went right and knocked on the drawing-room door. Then left 
and knocked on the door of my father’s bedroom. Then fur- 
ther still I knocked on the door of the billiard room. “Stfll 
nothing. Let’s try my own room,” I said to the officers. We 
groped our way along the dark narrow passage. We stumbled 
over a hole in the floor. “Be careful,” said the major. Here, in 
front, used to be the bathroom and next to it a little lavatory, 
and to the left of it, my own bedroom with the bay-windows. 
It was very dark, but I found the door and knocked on it. No 
response. I struck a match. The door was padlocked. Pasted 
on the door was a piece of paper with “Ira, I’ll be back next 
week,” and a scrawl at the foot of it, and it seemed as if the 
paper had been there for a long time. It seemed that I was 
not destined to enter a single room of my old home. However, 
the door of the little lavatory was ajar. It also smelt musty 
and abandoned. I struck another light. Sure enough, there it 
was: “The Tornado— Made in England.” 
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‘'Well,” I tHought to myself, mildly amused, “at least I can 
say IVe revisited the Family Seat!” Then we walked to the 
other end of the house and tried the kitchen door but it also 
was locked. “Let’s go,” I said. As we went down the grubby 
stairs I had a moment of irrational aimoyance. “Why has my 
home become such a slum?” I thought to myself. “\^at was 
wrong with the red carpet on the stairs and the pohshed car- 
pet rails?” It was really absurd. What claim had I on the 
house? And then I began to wonder whether anybody was 
living there. “Perhaps soldiers’ wives who are out at work aH 
day,” one of the officers suggested. Perhaps. But why this 
deadly stillness, this absence of any signs of Hfe? Why aU 
these padlocked and locked doors? Had aU the people who 
lived there been evacuated? Or had they died of hunger? 
And I tried to imagine the people Uving there; Ira, for in- 
stance, who was Ira? and who was the man who was to come 
back “next week”? and how did all these people hve through 
the famine and through the terrible bombing of the district, 
when houses were crumbling all down the Mokhovaya, and 
the blast was shattering my bay-windows as the bomb fell on 
the house of Dargomyzhsky and Rau Reheur? How many 
dark tragedies had occurred here diumg the blockade? Damn 
the red carpet on the stair and the pohshed brass carpet rails! 
There was a smeU of death about the house. 

And then we returned to the yard with the cabbage plot 
and the skeleton of the broken clock; and here was hfe. Out- 
side the house where Dumovo hved were a large crowd of 
children, and with them a teacher, a fat httle woman with a 
pugdog face. She talked to us cheerfully and asked if we’d 
like to come another time and see the children’s home in what 
used to be Dumovo’s house. The children were hvely and 
healthy and rosy-cheeked, and the httle boys crowded round 
the officers and insisted that they bend down to let them play 
with their medals, while the httle pugdog woman talked 
about hfe bemg “quite easy” now compared vrith what Lenin- 
grad had gone through, and said that these children were 
mostly soldiers’ children, while some had no mothers, and 
others had mothers who were out at work. The children were 
all from this part of Leningrad. One hvely httle red-cheeked 



St, Petersburg— Leningrad 33 

boy cried, “!vly daddy's at the front," and another little boy 
cried, ‘‘And so is mine, and he's got the Order of the Red 
Star," “Do the children sing?" one of the officers asked. “Of 
course, of course," said the pugdog. “Come on, boys, whatTl 
you sing?" In their high shrill voices, joyfully, without a trace 
of solemnity, they broke into 

'STboi za rodinu, vboi zxi Stalina, 

Boyevdya chest nam dorogd . . . 

[Into battle for the country, into battle for Stalin, 

Our soldiers' honour is dear to us. . . .] 

It was the song the Russian troops used to sing in the dark 
days of 1941 as they went to their death in the battle of Mos- 
cow. Here was the real thing. It was strangely thrilling to 
think that some of these children were now perhaps living 
in the communal “slmn" which had once been my home. This 
was Leningrad. And it was alive, as alive as the shrill joyful 
voices of these children. Petrograd was dead and gone— as 
dead and gone as the red carpet on the stair, as dead as old 
Efim with the porter's cap and the brass buttons. But his two 
little boys? Perhaps, for all one knew, they were the fathers 
of these children who were now singing, “V'boi %a rSdinu, 
vboi za Stalina,"^ The visit to Mokhovaya ntnnber twenty- 
nine cured me of much of the old nostalgic nonsense. Lenin- 
grad had become the only reality. St. Petersburg, Petrograd— 
that was now history and literature, and not much more. 



IV 

THE OBSERVATION TOWER 


ALONG familiar streets we drove to the Narva suburb, 
m \. down in the south-west. And here was real Leningrad, 
Leningrad in its most tangible reahty. Leningrad of the front 
line. If the Mokhovaya was looking grubby and shabby now 
and had, to all appearances, greatly deteriorated even before 
the war, the opposite was true of the Narva Suburb, the Narv- 
skaya Zastava, or the Lenin District as it was now called. 
Here was a new Leningrad I had never yet seen. The old 
Triumphal Arch with the horses and chariots on top of it, 
built to commemorate the return of the Russian troops from 
France in 1815, was stiU the same, but the whole environment 
was different. Instead of the wretched wooden hovels and 
miserable one-storey houses that constituted this working- 
class suburb around the Putilov works, a new city had spnmg 
up— avenues with enormous blocks of six-, seven-, eight- 
storey flats, very much better and more harmoniously de- 
signed than similar new buildings in Moscow. Nearly all the 
windows were broken and replaced by plywood; some build- 
ings had been shattered by shells, and all were pockmarked 
with shell-sphnters. But in the main there was less damage 
here than m the old Mokhovaya. Not far south of Narva Gate 
stood the large new steel and concrete building of the Re- 
gional Soviet with a weU-designed rectangular tower about 
two htmdred and fifty feet high. 

We went up this tower, climbing its long winding stair. 
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Here^ on the top platform which was one of the main observa- 
tion posts of tile Leningrad front, were rangefinders, tele- 
scopes and other optical instruments. Here were a major and 
several soldiers, and a captain with half his head bandaged 
and a large black patch over one eye. From the top of this 
tower one saw a vast panorama of not only Leningrad on one 
side but also of the front on the other. Almost below us, in 
the south-west, was the massive black shape of the main 
building of the Putilov works, around which were large blocks 
of houses, some still seemingly intact, others badly shattered, 
which gave this part of Leningrad the appearance of the out- 
skirts of Madrid in December 1937. It was, on the whole, less 
bad though than the University City of Madrid where the 
shelling had given the buildings the weird shapes of pre- 
historic animals. Here the massive blocks of flats had more 
or less kept their original shape, though much of the groimd 
between them had been ploughed up by shells. Even so, 
there were fragments of vegetable plots everywhere around 
the shell-holes. Along the main road, past the Putilov works, 
there was a constant though not very thick stream of trafiBc 
running to and from the front. It was a cool autuim morning 
with a haze in the air and broken clouds in the sky. Beyond 
the Putilov works were the pale waters of the Gulf of Finland 
with the dark outline of the cranes of Leningrad Harbour 
only about a mile away, and— on the other side of this inlet of 
the Gulf of Finland, an inlet scarcely more than a imle wide— 
were the Germans. 

“That s Uritsk,” said the captain with the black patch, “it 
used to be called Ligovo.” Ligovo— I remembered it very well 
—was a nondescript little datcha place, almost a village then, 
and was the first stop on the railway to Peterhof and Oranien- 
baum. The country house where I spent so many summers and 
so many week-ends in winter was on the hill, three miles be- 
yond Oranienbaum and had a superb view of Kronstadt with 
its forts and its cathedral only a few miles across the water. 
And now Uritsk— or Ligovo— was in German hands. One could 
see from here that it was no longer a village but had really 
become part of industrial Leningrad in the last twenty-five 
years. A large white building close to the sea stood out very 
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clearly. “That’s the Pishmash (short for pishuschie mashiny) 
over there,” the captain with the patch explained. “The big 
Leningrad typewriter factory. It’s one of the German strong- 
holds on this front. They hold about twelve miles of coast 
here; they hold Uritsk, and Strelna, and part of Peterhof-the 
so-called New Peterhof-and the front runs between New 
and Old Peterhof So there was a Russian ‘Ijridgehead” be- 
yond that— the bridgehead just opposite Kronstadt, and run- 
ning from Old Peterhof to some point twenty or twenty-five 
miles west, beyond Krasnaya Gorka. I felt some satisfaction 
at the thought that the old country house — ^if still extant— and 
at any rate its park with the old oak trees, and the forest be- 
yond, where I had learned to love the Russian countryside- 
had remained in Russian hands. 

It was misty and from the watchtower that morning one 
could see only the faintest outline of Kronstadt, or rather of 
the dome of Kronstadt Cathedral. I looked at that dark green 
coastline, stretching to the west. “What’s that?” I asked, 
pointing to a large dome-hke shape rising from the crest of 
the hill, a long way down the coast. “That’s the chinch of 
Peterhof— or rather what’s left of it,” the captain said. “It’s 
about all that’s left of Peterhof,” he said bitterly. “The palace 
is burned; the park destroyed, the fountains either sent as 
scrap to Germany, or mixed up with the earth. I was there not 
long ago. It’s a horrible sight. And how our young people 
liked to go out to Peteihof on hoHdays, and spend the day in 
the glorious park among the fountains. Do you remember 
Samson? These swine sawed Samson in half and sent the bits 
away as scrap.” Of course I remembered Samson, the great- 
est of the Peterhof fountains, finer than anything I had seen 
in Versailles. And I remembered the puddles on the gravel 
path around Samson, and the strange, intriguing, slightly 
shmy smell of the Peterhof ponds and its fountains: a damp, 
fresh, bright-green smell among the dark-green old fime trees 
of the park; and the beautiful, baroque palace in white and 
blood-red stucco. “You cannot imagine with what reverence 
our young people tiptoed along the parquet floors of the pal- 
ace,” said the captain. “There was no reverence for the wicked 
old Tsars in this tiptoeing. But there was reverence for this 
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great piece of our national heritage. It belonged to us, to our 
culture, don’t you see, and now, now there’s nothing but rub- 
ble; and it’s the same everywhere,” he added angrily, point- 
ing along the horizon to the left. “There are the heights of 
Pulkovo right in front of you. We are holding theml But 
there’s nothing left of the Observatory, nothing. Smashed to 
smithereens. And further to the left are the heights of Duder- 
hof; that’s where the front goes further inland. But Pushkin 
(formerly Tsarskoye Selo), with the great Catherine Palace, 
and beyond it, Pavlovsk, with the most beautiful park in the 
world, are stiU on the other side of the front. The Catherine 
Palace has been more or less destroyed; certainly everything 
inside the palace, the famous amber room and all— has been 
carried away, and the beautiful old park at Pavlovsk has sim- 
ply been cut down by these swine.” It had indeed been an 
exquisite eighteenth-century park, with lakes, singularly like 
that of the Bois de Vincennes, with all sorts of little Temples 
of Love and Grecian pavilions. One could feel how bitterly 
aU these Russian soldiers of Leningrad felt about this destruc- 
tion. “SooZocht— the filthy scxnn!” the captain concluded. 

To the south towards Pushkin and Pavlovsk, the front was 
six kilometres away. Further west, on the shores of the Uritsk 
inlet, the front was no more than three kilometres distant. 
Here they had been stopped literally at the gates of Lenin- 
grad, and for two years diey had not been able to advance 
another step. 

“He’s a good fellow, the captain,” said the sturdy major, in 
an aside to me. “One of our best people. Quite recently he 
knocked out a German observation post just over there, near 
the Pishmash— one of the hardest places to get. Knocked it 
out with a direct hit.” “Haven’t they tried,” I asked, “to knock 
you out?” The major laughed. “Sometimes they fire several 
himdred shells a day at us, but it doesn’t do much good. They 
hit the tower in several places, but have never been able to 
knock us out. Of course, we’ve had splinters, right up here, 
and some dead and woimded— the captain himself got a 
splinter in his head just the other day— but he’s carrying on as 
you see. Aren’t you, Comrade Captain?” The captain with the 
patch over one eye smiled a little grimly. “The doctors say 
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they’ll save my eye,” ie said. As on nearly all Lenin^ad faces, 
the captain’s had two hard little lines on each side of the 
mouth. 

We looked through the telescope sights and rangefinders 
at the German positions and were struck by the fact that 
everything seemed completely deserted; there was no trace 
of any live being. “That’s because of our snipers,” somebody 
said. “They never put even their heads out if they can help it. 
This has been the greatest front for sniping. But it has be- 
come a disappointing trade; tihey’ve become so iMemally 
careful now. They’ve got stuff about Scharfschiitzen written 
up all over the place.” “For the rest, it s not so difficult now, 
said the captain. ^*We bomb them every day so that keeps 
them fairly quiet most of the time, and when we answer their 
shelling, they soon shut up. They stay in their rat-holes now; 
in the past they would nm around quite openly, gathering in 
hay, Katyusha had a crack at them on one occasion. It made 
a nice hay-crop of dead fritzes! They use their six-barrel mor- 
tars against us— nasty stuff— but nothing like our Katyusha. 
Oh, Lord, when Katyusha starts her song, it makes us aU 
dance about up here, with concussion and excitement! And 
Katyusha has a nice long range— gets right to Uritsk!” I no- 
ticed a large bell— formerly a church beU— on top of the tower 
stair and marked “Chemical alarm.” “You don t think they 11 
use gas, do you?” I asked. “No,” said die captain, not 
but there was a time when we couldn’t be sure of anything.” 

We were about to leave when things began to happen. A 
white cloud— a smoke-screen— suddenly rose around the Pish- 
T Tiagh building on the other side of the water. “Aha,” said the 
captain, “I bet you they’ll start some nonsense in a minute or 
two. They want to hide their gun-flashes. I had better get 
busy.” Then the German guns suddenly went off with one or 
two gun-flashes faintly visible to the side of the smoke-screen. 
The Russians got ready to answer. Somewhere high up, a 
German shell whined, harmlessly, like a mosquito. Then, 
looking back over the panorama of Leningrad, dominated by 
the large brown dome of St. Isaac’s Cathedral, we saw it land 
about a mile away, right inside the city. A brown cloud of 
smoke — or was it dust?— rose from among the houses. “Fon- 
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tanka way/’ somebody remarked. Tbe major, captain and the 
soldiers were now busy with their optical instruments, and 
the captain was shouting instructions into a telephone to the 
neighbouring batteries. And these batteries— whose where- 
abouts could just be guessed, so w’ell were they camouflaged 
—began to fire. It was pleasantly exciting to see the gun- 
flashes, to hear the loud reports of the shells going off towards 
the German lines, and a second or two later to see little clouds 
of smoke rise from the other side of the little gulf. A few 
shells landed in the water, raising fountains of spray. “Fifty 
metres out,” the captain with the black patch and the ban- 
daged head cried into the telephone. “Fifty metres out!” 
Again the batteries fired, and this time all the shells could 
clearly be seen landing and exploding on the other shore, in- 
side lie German positions. The Germans were firing back, 
and we saw two shells again land a mile away, inside Lenin- 
grad. It was odd to think that this seemingly harmless spec- 
tacle— as harmless as a game of tennis— might mean death to, 
ten, twenty, a hundred people, if either side was lucky. Then 
a moment later we observed how the Germans were extend- 
ing their smoke-screen further west. Would the firing die 
down as a result, or grow in intensity? It might be either. 
Actually, it died down, and soon stopped completely. “There’s 
no accounting for what they’ll do,” said the captain. “I think 
this was just a little nuisance shelhng, and when they saw we 
were answering back at once, they soon stopped. They’ve got 
no system. The whole thing is pretty pointless. They can’t 
achieve anything, anyway, and they ^ow it. I shouldn’t like 
to be in their place. Must make them mad to have to live in 
their rat-holes, with no prospect of any kind, except being 
sooner or later trapped by us, and to feel that we are living 
in a city, with theatres and cinemas and real houses! They’re 
shelling us now simply out of spite. Miserable idiots!” 



V 

SIGHTSEEING 


W E took leave of the major and the captain and the men— 
all of whom had by this time relaxed— and walked down 
the winding stair into the street, where the driver was reclin- 
ing in the car. We drove back into town, past the Narva Arch, 
and along the Obvodny Canal, with its cabbage-tapestried 
slopes, and past the shattered Baltic and Warsaw stations— it 
was from the latter that aU the express trains went abroad— to 
Berlin, Vienna, Flushing and Paris. Less than two days to 
Paris by the Nord express. And then we drove along the wide 
Ismail Avenue with the large church with the blue dome and 
golden stars, budt, I believe, in memory of the Balkan War 
of 1877-8. 


In front of it used to stand an enormously tail column with, 
an angel of peace standing on one toe on top of it, and the sub- 
ject of a lewd quatrain wherein the angel of peace figured as 
the “cancan-ballerina.” The famous column had disappeared. 
Tramcars were running down the Ismail Avenue, and most 
.. of them half-empty— how different from Moscow! The trams 
were driven by women, and at street comers smart yo\mg 
policewomen in white gloves were standing on point-duty. 
Right at the comer of the Ismail Avenue and the Fontanka 
stood the wreck of a large six-storey block— it had been de- 
stroyed by that direct hit which was one of the most amazing 
shots in the “Leningrad Fights” documentary. We then drove 
down the Voznesensky, with the Admiralty spire at the end 
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of it, and turned into the Sadovaya, that long crescent-like 
street, r unnin g parallel to the two rivers on either side of it, 
the Fontanka and the Catherine Canal. The Sadovaya had 
changed almost beyond recognition. The houses were mostly 
the same, and what gave the Sadovaya its character was not 
its houses but its traffic, the Eastem-bazaar-hke bustle of the 
great Hajunarket through which it runs, and the noisy and 
vociferous life of the Apraxin Bazaar, with its endless rows 
of cheap clothes shops and soft goods shops and wholesale 
fruit and vegetable stores. And then, beyond the Apraxin 
Market, came two seats of dignity and architectural restraint 
—the two great stucco buildings of the State Bank on one side 
and the Corps des Pages— the guards officers’ school— on the 
other. But no sooner had one passed these dian one came to 
the Gostiny Dvor, the middle-class shopping-centre— a vast 
quadrangle of arcades with its best side facing the Nevsky. 
The Sadovaya Street meant trade, it was the great trading 
street of St. Petersburg. The vociferous calico merchant of 
the Apraxin Market lacked the gentility of the St. Petersbmg 
shop assistant. He was a byword of Moscow-hke coarseness. 

As for the Haymarket— the Sennaya— it was overflowing 
with literary associations and old memories. The Sennaya 
and the streets around it used to be a chaos of clanging tram- 
cars and hundreds of izvoschiks and carts or sleighs laden 
with food of every description— a Covent Garden that was 
more like an oriental bazaar, with vociferous old women with 
shawls round their heads, operating on huge sacks of cran- 
berries and barrels of salt herring and moimds of apples piled 
up on the pavements. Moreover, there were the covered pa- 
vflions witii their butchers and grocers and fishmongers— 
pavilion? that filled up a good part of the Sennaya. And to 
either side of the Seimaya, along the noisy Sadovaya, were 
rows and rows of other shops. I remembered how on the way 
to the skating pond in the Yusupov Garden further down the 
Sadovaya— I was only eight or nine then— I would carefully 
avoid looking out of the train car window lest I caught sight 
of that most terrifying picture in the big ikon shop at the 
comer of the Sadovaya and the Haymarket, a crazy-eyed 
head of John the Baptist floating in its bloody gravy. I had 
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once seen it, and was frightened lest I saw it again. I remem- 
bered the exact place of the shop but this time, summoning 
up my courage, I looked, and was not surprised to find that 
there was no ikon shop left. Indeed the street was empty; 
there were no shops of any description anywhere, except an 
occasional bakery or other food-distributing centre. 

The whole nature of the Sennaya had changed even before 
f-bfg war Lad begun. It was now an ordinary , spacious square, 
with the same church at one end and ordinary dwelling- 
houses around it. The pavilions .had gone; there was hardly 
a soul around. Haymarket— the centre of the wild, slxmimy, 
picturesque St. Petersburg of CHttib cifid PuTiishTnentl In the 
old days it still had all the character of Dostoievsky's Sennaya 
—with its shouting tradesmen, its tangle of droshki and horse- 
carts, its dark, deep slums all around where old female money- 
lenders might well be axed to death by starving Nietz- 
scheanising’’^ university students, and with those tea-rooms 
on the first floor where everything seemed chaos, and where 
between the bellowing of the barrel-organ and the shrieks of 
drunken prostitutes, profoimd, nightmarish conversations 
were perhaps still going on at a far-off comer table between 
Marmeladov, the sententious dipsomaniac chinovnik, and 
Raskolnikov, or between Raskolnikov and the simster Svid- 
rigailov, that strange bubble of the St. Petersburg earth. 

The shelling had started again by the time we arrived in 
the Morskaya, outside a sumptuous old building, almost a 
htde palace, which was now the architects^ house. The shells 
whined overhead, and blew up somewhere not far away. 
"^XePs get quickly inside,” said Colonel Studyonov. He looked 
slightly agitated. I knew exactly how he felt. He did not want 
any trouble this time, after the tragedy of the Belgorod road 
earlier in the month. It was he who had to keep a stiff upper 
lip during that ghastly night as he sorted out the dead and 
the wounded. In the large spacious rooms of the architects" 
house, several people were working at desks, drawing plans 
and working on blueprints. There was a business-like air about 
the place and nobody seemed to be taking any notice of the 
shelling or worrying about the uncomfortably large brightly 
polished plate-glass windows looking on to the sunny Mors- 
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Icaya. The walls were covered with charts and plans, and one 
of the architects who took me round showed me various plans 
for new streets which were going to be built immediately 
after the war on the south side of Leningrad. It was clear that 
an enormous amount was being done even now in this plan- 
ning work. The plans for one of the large avenues on the south 
side were topical of the conflicting tendencies stiU existing 
among Soviet architects. The main tendency of modem Len- 
ingrad architectme was clearly to keep to austere classical 
lines; of the three projects two were classical, with one put- 
ting strong emphasis on trees and open spaces, while the 
third was much more “Soviet,” with the long row of buildings 
ending up with a giant Paris-1937-like statue of a worker, 
or komsomolka, or somethi n g, sticking a mile out. “How 
many houses,” I asked the chief architect who had been ac- 
companying us all morning, ‘have been destroyed by bomb- 
ing and shelling?” He said the destruction of actual housing 
space did not exceed eight per cent, which, incidentally, was 
considerably less than the destruction in London, and neg- 
ligible compared with the fearful destruction of Voronezh, 
Stalingrad, Rostov, Orel or Kharkov. “There hasn’t been so 
much bombing,” said the other architect, a little man with 
pince-nez, and hair turning grey. “Shells damage ^a house, 
but imless it’s a very small one they don’t destroy it.” 

At the architects’ house they had elaborated plans for 
three hundred large new buildings and three hundred of 
more “local importance.” They were working out all the res- 
toration plans for important buildings that had been dam- 
aged, such as the Engineers’ Castle, the former Mikhailovsky 
Castle that Emperor Paul had built for himself, the Ermitage, 
the old Catholic Church in the Nevsky, and others. It was 
interesting to learn that, of some of the most famous build- 
ings that had been more or less completely destroyed, they 
had already— before the war— dravm up exact blueprints, so 
that they could be very accmrately rebuilt. They had blue- 
prints of the Pavlovsk, Pushkino and Gatchina palaces; un- 
fortunately, they had none of Peterhof , the greatest loss of all. 

“The most diflBcult problem will be to restore the interiors,” 
said one of the architects. "We have fuU inventories of the 
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things destroyed or looted by the Germans, but it may be 
difiScuIt to recover everything. We shall have, to a large ex- 
tent, to work on the basis of equivalent value. What they can t 
give back they’ll have to replace out of their own muse^s 
and private collections.” **You see, said another man, we 
went on with this blueprint work throughout the winter of 
1941-2. It was a double blessing. On the one hand the blue- 
print collection was by no means complete when the war 
started, and the work had now become really vital. It was 
also a blessing for us architects. It was the best medicine 
that could be given us dxxrrng the famine— gave us work for 
which we were fitted. The moral effect is great when a hun- 
gry man knows he’s got a useful job of work to do. The Lenin- 
grad Soviet gave us a credit of one milhon roubles for this 
work, and we were thankful to get it. There s no doubt about 
it: a worker stands up better to hardship than an intellectual. 
A lot of our people stopped shaving— the first sign of a man 
going to pieces. 

“Most of these people pulled themselves together when 
they were given work. It was a great t hin g. But on the whole 
men collapsed more easily than women and at first the death- 
rate was highest among the men. However, those who sur- 
vived the worst period of the famine finally survived. The 
women felt the after-effects more seriously than the men. 
Many died in the spring when already the worst was over. 
The famine had peculiar physical effects on people. Women 
were so nm down that they stopped menstruating ... so 
many people died that we had to bury most of them ivithout 
coffins. People had their feelings blimted, and never seemed 
to weep at the burials. It was aU done in complete silence 
without any display of emotion. When things began to im- 
prove the first signs were when women began to put rouge 
and Lipstick on their pale skinny faces. Yes, we lived through 
hell right enough; but you should have been here the day 
the blockade was broken— people in the streets wept for joy 
and strangers fell round each other’s necks. And now, as you 
see, life is almost normal. There is this shelling, of comrse, 
and people get killed, but life has become valuable again. 
The other day I saw an unpleasant street accident: a man 
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was knocked down by a tramcar and bad his leg cut off by 
the wheels. Why, our Leningrad crowd nearly lynched the 
driver! It seemed so wrong that anyone who had lived 
through the Leningrad siege should lose a leg through the 
fault of another Leningrader; whose fault it was exactly I 
do not know^ but you see the point?” 

After seeing many more projects and blueprints our party 
drove to the Alexander Nevsl^ Monastery. This was pure 
sightseeiQg- We visited the grave of Alexander Nevsky and 
the tomb of Suvorov, the latter inside a small chapel, with 
some other tombs around it. It occurred to me that here, in 
Leningrad, were buried three of the great national heroes 
of Russia, whose example had so often been invoked in this 
war and in whose memory the three most famous Army 
Orders of this war had been created: Alexander Nevsky, 
Suvorov and Kutuzov. A dark red velvet flag wnth tassels 
was suspended over Suvorov’s tomb, a large flat stone form- 
ing part of the stone floor of the chapel and bearing the sim- 
ple words: “ecedre t^trs suvoeov,’’ and nothing else. Around 
Suvorov were other tombs. There was one with the following 
inscribed in beautiful eighteenth-century lettering: ‘ Spouse 
of Lieutenant-General Alexander Alexandrovitch Biron, 
yoxmgest daughter of Prince Alexander Danilovich Menshi- 
kov. Bom December 17, 1712. Died September 13, 1736. 
A yoxmg lady of that frivolous age, between Peter and Cath- 
erine, when squabbling female royalty and their German 
favomites nearly undid the work of Peter the Great. On a 
small table near the entrance was a visitors’ book. I looked 
at one of the latest entries: “Having visited the grave of the 
Great General, at a time when the German Nazis are shelling 
the town and killing innocent people, I fervently hope that 
his shadow will help us to defeat these barbarians. There can 
be no question about it. (Signed) Major . . r The scrawl 
was hard to make out. The date was July 7, 1943. 

Outside the chapel, in the large yard of the monastery, 
now turned into a large vegetable garden, there was an air of 
country quiet. The doorkeeper was a very doddery old man, 
probably one of the oldest men of Leningrad. He might well 
have been a former monk of this very monastery. On our way 
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back we drove past the Smolny, heavily camouflaged with 
netting, and the beautiful baroque church that Rastrelli had 
built, camotiflaged green and black. 'We have to repaint it 
white in winter,” said the architect. “But the camouflage of 
this place is so thorough that from 13,000 feet they simply 
cannot identify it. . . Then we drove past the beautiful 
Tauris Palace, which Potemldn had built for himself, and 
later the seat of the Duma, and scene of so many historic 
events during the stormy days of 1917. 1 remembered those 
exciting days of April 1917 when crowds around the Tauris 
Palace with many soldiers among them were clamouring for 
the resignation of the Lvov-Miliukov Government. Impro- 
vised orators jumped on to improvised platforms. Some 
praised Kerensky to the skies. To them the lawyer who looked 
hke Rachmaninoff, and had such a wonderful gift of the gab 
was the Man of Destiny. Many ladies thought him a dushka. 
Another orator was being howled down for defending Milyu- 
kov, an Imperialist— so his opponents said— who wanted to 
go on indefinitely with the war, because Russia had been 
promised the Straits. “To hell with the Straits!” soldiers in 
the crowd were saying. “Down with the war! A Jewish law- 
yer with pince-nez was saying to the little crowd around him. 
that Kerensky was the true guardian of Russia’s democratic 
liberties, the Kberties the Russian people had won with their 
blood in overthrowing Tsarism. But a sturdy soldier angrily 
shouted he had been rotting away in the trenches for ti^ee 
years, all for the benefit of international capitalism, and that 
the Russian Army had had enough of it, and he shouted that 
there was only one man whom the Russian people could 
trust, and that was Lenin. “German agent!” the little lawyer 
cried. “He came here in a sealed wagon from Germany!” 
There was now angry shouting on both sides. Unrestrained 
Russian democracy was living its brief hectic hfe. 

The sheUing wliich had stopped for a while now started 
again and Colonel Studyonov thought we had better go home 
and cut out the visit to the anti-aircraft battery. The Mors- 
kaya had at one point been roped off: a disposal squad was 
takin g away an tmexploded shell. We had to drive roimd 
the other way, through half-deserted streets, past Velten’s 
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beautiful building of the Ennitage and across that superb 
square outside the Winter Palace now called the Uritsky 
Square. The giant caryatids of polished black granite outside 
the Ennitage had been slightly damaged by a shell, but apart 
from broken windows the general appearance of the wonder- 
ful Winter Palace Square was unchanged. There was scaffold- 
ing round the giant red granite monolith in the centre of the 
square, with the angel on top. “This scaffolding,” said the 
architect, “was put up some time before the war. We were 
not sure whether the monolith could stand the trafSc so we 
were going to test it; but shells have been blowing up all 
around it, and it’s none the worse for it. There couldn’t have 
been a better test!” We went back to the Astoria where the 
old dame had prepared an excellent dinner for us, and after 
dinner about five o’clock we drove off to the theatre. All the 
theatre shows in Leningrad began at five-thirty. 

We drove to the Dramatic Theatre on the Fontanka to see 
Gorki’s Petit-Bourgeois. I had always remembered it as a 
rather shabby little theatre, compared with the Big Three, 
and it looked much the same as before. In the past it used to 
be called the Maly Theatre. I had gone there to a school- 
children’s matinee once to see Henry of Navarre— it must 
have been in 1913 or 1914. Outside the theatre was a small 
crowd, mostly soldiers, all wearing the Leningrad medal, 
and some of them other decorations. There were also some 
girls, many of them in khaki, and several wearing the Lenin- 
grad medal. There was also a sprinkling of Baltic sailors— 
officers and ratings— the latter with something of the old Bal- 
tic swagger, and the forelock sticking from under the sailor’s 
cap. “It’s no good,” somebody remarked. “The trevoga is stfil 
on, and until it’s over they won’t start the show.” Nearby a 
loud-speaker was saying every few minutes: “Citizens, the 
artillery shelling of the district is continuing; citizens, the 
artillery sheUing of the district is continuing.” This wasn’t 
very evident, though, for what explosions could be heard 
could be heard only faintly. And the people stood roimd the 
theatre doors totaUy unperturbed. A mihtiaman was, how- 
ever, inviting the pubHc to take cover— though without much 
success, and not very pressingly for that matter. Our Colonel, 
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however, thought we had better go in, and we were escorted 
into a dark httle office with a couple o£ chairs and an old 
leather sofa; a Lenin portrait and a large pink theatre bill 
were on the wall. This gave the repertory of the Dramatic 
Theatre for the week: Davnim Davno, the sentimental and 
rather silly rhymed play, full of marivaudage, about the 
Hussars in 1812 and the young girl dressed up as a Hussar 
—a play I had seen at the Ermitage in Moscow in the sum- 
mer of 1942; also that great nineteenth-century comedy, 
Krechinsky^s Wedding, and The Road to New York, a light 
American play, and finally, the Petit-Bourgeois we had come 
to see. Bad luck. This was really the heaviest of aU the plays 
running in Leningrad that week (even if the hghtest of 
Gorki’s plays), but that day there was nothing else to see. 
Actually there were only two theatres open in Leningrad, 
this and the Alexandrinka, if one did not coxmt a smaller 
theatre in the Viborg district on the other side of the river. 
So we sat in the httle office for some time, a Httle aimlessly. 
Likharev and Major Lozak were recalling various Leningrad 
experiences; curious how their thoughts always seemed to 
run back to those famine months. “They used to play the 
comic opera Bayadere during the famine,” one of them said. 
“They played it here emd also went out to the front to play it 
to the troops. It used to be so frightfully cold in the theatre 
that the actresses had to play with their fur coats on. Yes, 
even the dancers wore fur coats. Nobody minded, you 
couldn’t expect anything else. It became a Httle extra the- 
atrical convention— there are plenty of conventions anyway 
at the theatre— one had to accept these Oriental princesses 
in fur coatsi . . .” 

“We became pretty desperate at one time,” Likharev said. 
“It was no longer safe to take German prisoners down the 
Nevsky. And then, there was the famous case of the German 
plane crashing in the Tauris Gardens. The airman had one of 
those high decorations they call the Kitterkreuz. He was 
beaten up by the women. He was certainly in a nice mess 
when they got him to hospital. And the reason why he crashed 
was that Sevastianov, our great air ace, had rammed his plane. 
Ramming was a Leningrad invention. We were outnumbered 
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in the air. Out of a kind of despair, rather than see any of 
these vultures escape, our fellows began to ram them. It put 
the fear of death iuto the Germans. They couldnT take it. 
Sevastianov. . . . Yes, there was he, and there were several 
others who developed a ramming ^technique’ if you please. 
It takes guts— my God, it does! We no longer need such des- 
perate remedies now. We are more than equal to them now. 
We can lick them on equal terms.'^ And it made me wonder 
whether this quite extraordinary personal bravery and self- 
sacrifice had not, in 1941, made that tiny difference which 
in reality made all the difference and saved Moscow, and 
Leningrad, and was ultimately going to win the war for 
Russia. 

^Tunny,” said the Major, still thinking back to the dark 
days of 1941, "how during those days people never talked 
about food. It was bad style, it was tactless. But how things 
changed after February! You cannot imagine what it was like 
when on April 15th, 1942— yes, I remember the exact date— 
when the first tramcar ran down the Nevsky. People ran after 
it and cheered their heads off. It was like their triumphal 
chariot, that tramcar . . 

Every few minutes the loud-speaker in the room had been 
saying: "Citizens, the artillery shelling of the district con- 
tinues, but suddenly it said: "Citizens, the artillery shelling 
of the district has ceased.” Somebody came in to say the show 
would now start. It was ten to six— the show had been delayed 
by twenty minutes. 

Mescha72e—ihe Petit Bourgeois— would not have been much 
of a play really but for the actors. It was typical young-Gorld 
stuff which, when you come to analyse it, is not very different 
from old-Ibsen stuff, full of the correct sentiments and sen- 
tences, and with its slightly more juvenile Dr. Stockmanns 
and slightly less stuffy Noras and Hedda Gablers. The petit- 
bourgeois household is drab and terribly discontented and 
unhappy, except the lodger, the young railwayman who 
*loves life,” and proclaims this love on every occasion: T 
know Life is diflBcult, full of violence and injustice, but I am 
a strong and healthy man, and I know we shall win. And I 
want to throw myself right up to my neck into Life.” With a 
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capital L, of course. To wbich the boss of the household- 
miserable old bully he is— rephes: “Life will just show you 
where you get off. You must be drunk/^ But the frivolous 
young widow agrees with the hero. She does not vamp him; 
she tries instead to vamp the helpless, futile young son of the 
boss but he is mentally too impotent, too henpecked by Pa 
to react. Equally miserable is the daughter of the household, 
driven to an abortive suicide by her failure to find a husband. 
The hero finally goes off with the daughter of the saintly old 
bird-catcher whom the miserable bully had driven out of his 
house. All a trifle dreary but for the long spells of comic relief 
provided chiefly by the philosophising drunk, a sort of un- 
successful tragedian, who hangs about the house. But the 
acting was so good throughout and the bird-catcheris daugh- 
ter had such a pretty face and alluring figure that one watched 
the play with considerable interest. The audience, without 
being over-enthusiastic, seemed to enjoy it— especially the 
funny passages. There was much laughter, but not loud 
laughter; cheering, but not frantic cheering, as one gets in 
Moscow. But perhaps, I thought, Leningrad had become 
naturally reserved. For, as the curtain was about to rise after 
the second interval, the manager appeared before the cur- 
tain and announced tlie fall of Smolensk. It was really tre- 
mendous news and news which might, sooner or later, have 
a direct bearing on the whole Leningrad situation. The au- 
dience cheered loudly, but without rising to its feet. It was 
odd to contrast this calm reaction with the frantic enthusiasm 
in Moscow, for instance, to the news of the capture of Khar- 
kov. Was Leningrad at heart so absorbed in its own prob- 
lems still that the news from the “mainland’'' seemed a Httle 
remote? 
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KAMENNY ISLAND 


T he next day was Sunday. We drove in the morning to 
the Kamenny Island at the end of the long Kamenno- 
strovsky— now the Kirov Avenue. The Kamenny Island on 
the north side of the Neva delta measures about three-quar- 
ters of a mile from west to east and half that length from 
north to south. It is separated from the much larger island, 
the so-caUed “Petrograd Side,” through which the Kamenno- 
strovsky runs, by a narrow branch of the delta, and, from 
the mainland in the north by the small Neva, the main branch 
of the Neva itself. Separated from the Kamenny by other 
branches of the delta are the famous Elagin Island in the 
West, famous for its palace now destroyed, and the “Arrow,” 
the Strelka, the westernmost point of the island pointing into 
the Gulf of Finland. The wooded Elagin Island is one of the 
beauty spots of Leningrad, and to drive in a horse-carriage 
round it on a “white” summer night used to be in the old days 
one of the favourite pleasures of romantic young couples, 
and of drunks in need of fresh air after a riotous night with 
the gipsies or at the “Aquarixrm,” the famous night-club some- 
where off the Kamennostrovsky. South-west of the Kamenny 
Island and south of the Elagin is the much larger Krestovsky 
Island, chiefly noted in the past for its yachting clubs and its 
tennis courts. It has remained the sports centre of Leningrad, 
and shortly before the war one of the largest stadiums in the 
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Soviet Union was about to be completed on its western tip, 
overlooking the Gulf of Finla n d. 

Unlike the Elagin, which was a great public park, the Kam- 
enny was really a suburban area — though those who lived 
there would have hated to be called suburbanites. It was 
stylish to have a villa on the Kamenny Island, and to live 
there all the year roimd rather than in Petrograd itself; but 
it was not very good style, really. Like the Kamermostrovsky, 
the Kamenny Island had something of the hall-mark of the 
nouveau riche. The father of one of my schoolmates had a 
huge villa on the Kamenny Island, and he used to ask us out 
there in winter to skate and play hockey and to toboggan 
down an enormous artificial ice mountain. The boy was a 
Swiss and his father was one of the two most expensive tailors 
in Petrograd. Most of the new villas-and they were nearly 
all new— were owned by very wealthy shopkeepers or busi- 
ness men. 

The Kamenny Island looked beautiful on that sunny au- 
tumn morning, with the river dark-blue, a few little white 
clouds high in the clear blue sky, a cool breeze blovraag from 
the nearby sea, and the trees in the island green and brown 
and golden and yellow. The island had not changed much 
except that many unnecessary fences had been removed, and 
many villas had been smashed by shells, and others com- 
pletely destroyed by bombing, back in 1941. Here and there 
whole trees had been smashed by a direct hit. The Huns had 
concentrated on the Kamenny Island perhaps because they 
knew that at that time several of the Leningrad hospitals had 
been moved here. But now the island was Children s Island. 
Or rather it had been until September 1st. Now the chief pur- 
pose the island was serving was that of a rest home for ado- 
lescent workers. Fifteen villas were now being used as rest 
homes. In the summer nearly all were being used as children s 
hoHday homes. The Kameimy was, indeed, a good illustration 
of the work done by the Leningrad authorities to keep ihe 
children of the city fit. Many hundred children had lived 
here for forty-five days in summer, just as many thousands 
more had been sent for the same period of time to similar if 
simpler holiday homes in the datcha places north of the city 
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—on the way to Finland— to Pargolovo, Levashovo and OzerM. 
Moreover, many children whose health was not very strong 
were now living in the country all the year round— there were 
now fifteen or twenty thousand of them, and the datchas 
had been adapted to winter conditions- 

By the way, the mention of Pargolovo with its enormous 
cemetery suddenly reminded me of the fact that all my pa- 
ternal grandparents and great-grandparents, besides a variety 
of great-aunts and grand-uncles, were buried there. 

We drove up to a sumptuous villa near the water edge on 
the south side of the island and were welcomed here by two 
young women. One was tall, fair, rosy-cheeked with a well- 
chiselled little Roman nose, and a coquettish playful expres- 
sion, a little like a young and ratlier inexperienced English 
schoolteacher who wants to be popular with the children. 
She wore a large black velour hat and a smart tailor-made 
costume. The other was more Russian, more Leningrad, de- 
spite her non-Russian smname. She was only a little older 
than the other, but far more mature. She had one of those 
beautiful pale Russian faces, rather round, with large lumin- 
ous grey eyes, and a fuU, weU-shaped mouth with large white 
teeth. This girl— she was twenty-four or maybe twenty-five 
— ^was the boss of the fifteen rest homes. She also had on a 
tailor-made suit and a small brown hat which she wore with 
that natural smartness which the other girl just missed. She 
took us into a large room, overlooking the river. You haven t 
come on a very good day,” she said. ^TThis being Sunday, a 
lot of the children are away. Several have gone to the chil- 
drens matinee to see Wedding in Malikovka and some of 
the others have gone to the zoo.” ^TThe zoo!” I said. J'Have 
you still got a zoo in Leningrad?” ^es,” she laughed, '‘It isn t 
really much of a zoo now. The elephant was killed in an air- 
raid— you may have seen it in the Leningrad documentary — 
and some of the other animals have died, but in spite of every- 
thing we have tried to keep the zoo going. The great attrac- 
tion for the children is the hippopotamus.” We were sitting 
in the drawing-room or ballroom of what was once the villa 
of somebody called Neuscheller who was chairman of the 
great Treugokik rubber factory in St. Petersburg. Marble 
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caryatids supported the ceiling and around the walls there 
were large mirrors and marble statues of Greek gods: there 
were also bronze candlesticks on top of the huge fireplace 
and an enormous crystal chandelier was hanging from a ceil- 
ing with more paintings of Greek gods. Catherine Evgenievna 
Borschenko— for that was her name-said she was a ‘ pseda- 
gogue/' that is, simply, a teacher, and she had been sent down 
here and had worked here now for over a year. She said that 
the organisation of rest homes for adolescent workers was 
something to which the Leningrad Soviet attached the great- 
est importance. There was no doubt about it: the physical 
and nervous strain of working in Leningrad, for instance in 
a place like the Putilov works which was almost in the front 
line, was very considerable, and it was essential to give these 
young people a break from time to time. They came down 
here for a fortnight or a month, and the purpose of this rest 
was to take these boys' and girls' minds off their daily routine 
—often a pretty grim routine— and to pep them up physically. 

have fifteen villas here, some for girls, the others for 
boys of about fourteen to eighteen years of age. We give them 
plenty of recreation and extra-good food rations. They get up 
at eight a. m., then for five minutes they do light physical 
exercises; then there's breakfast consisting of kasha or a hot 
vegetable dish, or rice milk pudding, and tea vith lots of 
bread and butter. Altogether they get plenty to eat-meat 
and fish and thirty grammes of butter a day, cheese and jam, 
a good ration of sugar and a daily bar of chocolate, sometimes 
English chocolate, you'll be interested to know. They like 
EngHsh chocolate! Then, after breakfast, there is recreation, 
music and dancing for those who like it; others go on excur- 
sions, others still play football or volleyball, or billiards, and 
there is also a good hbrary. The girls also do sewing and 
needlework if they wish. This place here used to be before 
the war the rest home of the Leningrad metal workers. Now 
we have between eighty and one hundred young girls stay- 
ing here, and there are about as many girls or boys in each of 
the other fourteen villas." 

After taking us past a beautiful Sevres vase in the hall, 
Comrade Borscheidco and the other girl conducted us up- 
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stairs where we saw the beautifully tidy dormitories. We 
then went into a room where about a dozen young girls were 
drawing or playing a childrens card game. They were aU 
neatly dressed except for their shoes which were aU on the 
shabby side. We stayed with them for quite a while. I re- 
membered chiefly two of the girls, Tamara Turunova and a 
girl called Tanya. Tamara was a littie girl of fifteen, very pale, 
thfri and delicate, obviously run-down, with dark hair tied 
in a knot. On her little black frock was pinned tbe green- 
ribboned medal of Leningrad. "Where did you get that?” I 
asked. A faint smile appeared on her pale little face. "I don t 
know what he was called,” she said. ".Am uncle with spectacles 
came to the works one dny and gave me this medal.” "What 
works?” “Oh, the Kirov works, of course,” she said. “Does 
yom: father work there too?” “No,” she said, "father died in 
the hrmgry year, died on the 7th of January. Tve worked on 
the Kirov works since I was fourteen, so I suppose that s why 
they gave me the medal. We re not far away from the front.” 
“Doesn’t it frighten you to work there?” She screwed up her 
little face. “No, not really. One gets used to it. When a shell 
whistles, it means it’s high up; it’s only when it beg^ to 
sizzle that you know there’s going to be trouble. Accidents 
do happen, of course, happen very often; sometimes things 
happen every day. Only last week we had an accident; a shell 
landed in my workshop and many were wotmded, and two 
Stakhanov girls were burned to death.” She said it with terri- 
ble simplicity and almost with the suggestion that it wouldn t 
have been such a serious matter if two valuable Stakhanovite 
girls hadn’t lost their lives. “You wouldn’t like to change over 
to another factory^’ I asked. “No,” she said, shaking her head. 
“I am a Kirov ^1, and my father was a Putilov man, and 
really the worst is over now, so we may as well stick it to the 
end.” And one could feel that she meant it, though it was only 
too clear what terrible nervous strain that frail little body of 
hers had suffered. “And yom: mother?” I asked. “She died be- 
fore the war,” said the girl. “But my big brother is in the army, 
on the Leningrad front, and he writes to me often, very often, 
and three months ago I saw him when he and severd of his 
comrades came to visit us at the Kirov works.” Her little pale 
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face brightened at the thought of it, and, looldng out of the 
window at the golden autumn trees, she said, “You know, 
it’s good to be here for a little while.” 

Tanya was difFerent. She had a bright-green jumper and 
rosy cheeks, and was much less in need of a holiday Qian the 
other girl. She was bright and talkative, and said that every- 
body at her shell factory was sure that the Germans would be 
chased away from Leningrad before long. “Have you ever 
seen any Germans?” I asked. And, chattering away, she told 
the story of how she had taken part in the capture of German 
parachutists in the summer of 1941. “We were staying in the 
country at Lychkovo, and there were lots of Leningrad kids 
—forty of us— and we hunted parachutists. We caught three 
of them. To be truthful, it was the boys who caught them; 
the girls were very frightened, for all the Germans had 
tommy-guns. There was one hiding behind a bush and he was 
firing all the time, no one could get near him. Several of the 
boys crawled up to him from behind, poxmced on him, bit 
him and took away his tommy-gun. But he had time to kill 
one of the boys. This one they handed over ahve to our troops, 
the other two they killed. They would have run away-there 
was nothing else to be done.” 

I hked the story. It showed that the Russian children of 
Leningrad had never been defeatist— not even during those 
fearful days of the siunmer of 1941 when the giant Na 2 i war 
machine with its vast superiority in tanks and planes was 
crawling like a steam-roUer towards Leningrad, and when 
helpless terror would have been such a natural reaction among 
children. For these boys who were himting and disarming 
parachutists, and to whom it was a sort of rough sport, were 
children of ten, eleven and twelve years of age. There was in 
all this something of the same daredevihy as was shown by 
the Moscow boys who, during the first raids on Moscow in 
the summer of 1941, cheerfully used to grab incendiaries with 
their bare hands xmtil they were taught a safer method. But 
parachutists were worse than incendiaries, and there was 
much bewilderment around, even panic, but the boys were 
not impressed. 

We went on to another of the villas; here, in a classical 
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wMte drawing-room with chandeliers and white marble pil- 
lars and eighteenth-century portraits that looked English, 
some thirty girls were dancing to the tune of an old-fashioned 
waltz being played on the grand piano by an elderly woman; 
it was really an old Varlamov song turned into a slow waltz. 
Comrade Borschenko explained &at once a week the girls 
received a visit from one of the ballet people who taught 
them old drawing-room dances. The girls were all in their 
Sunday best— some in embroidered silk dresses. We did not 
want to disturb them so we went on to another villa. Here 
we found that all the boys had gone off on an excursion for 
the day. In all these v illas there were primitive brick stoves 
“1941 model,” but they were there now only for emergencies, 
as the central heating was going to work in winter. Outside 
each villa there were large piles of logs. We then walked 
round the vegetable plots wMch had been cultivated by the 
children. In the distance, between the trees, I caught sight 
of the pretentious red-tiled tower of the Tailor s Casue where 
I used to play hockey as a schoolboy, and then walked along 
the river with its separate “beaches” for boys and ^Is. ‘ Good 
bathing here in summer,” said Catherine Evgenievna, “and 
we seem to have had a much warmer summer here this year 
tha n you had in Moscow.” Just as we were about to take leave 
a beautiful child of six, a little girl, came running up to Com- 
rade Borschenko crying, “Manama! Mammal” and, burying 
her face in Catherine Evgenievna’s skirt, began to sob. “Its 
pathetic,” said Catherine Evgenievna in a whisper, stroking 
tiie child’s hair and taking her up in her arms and giving her 
a kiss. “Her mother died in the famine and her father is at 
the front, so she calls everybody ‘Mamma’ now.” Then, aloud 
to the child: “Now don’t cry, Galya, let me dry your tears 
for you, and now say how’d-you-do to these uncles.” Galya, 
a beautiful child, rosy-cheeked, and with silky fair hair and 
little dimples, now smiled happily and shook hands with us 
ceremoniously. 
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LENINGRAD AIRMEN 


1 SHOULD have liked to stay longer in the children’s 
colony but Colonel Studyonov said we were already be- 
hind schedule, and looking at his watch remarked that we 
were expected at the fighter airfield in two minutes. So we 
said good-bye to Galya and the two women and drove north, 
first tihrough the golden alleys of the Kamenny Island— “what 
a really good purpose,” I thought to myself, “these villas are 
now serving”— and then through the narrow belt of the north- 
ern suhmrbs of Leningrad into almost open coimtry. I noticed, 
oflF the main road, the large building of the covered tennis 
courts which had been bruit in recent years. After a while the 
soil arormd grew sandy, and the damp vegetation of the Neva 
delta was replaced by pine trees. It was like a continuation 
of the sand dunes of Sestroretsk and the Finnish coast. Among 
the pine trees were nmnerous little datchas. “Very healthy 
air here,” said Major Lozak, “thousands of people used to 
coine and spend the summer round these parts.” The Finns 
were only some twenty miles away, but since the Russians 
had recaptured the old frontier station of Beloostrov the front 
here had become quite stabilised for more than eighteen 
months. One did not feel the nearness of the front here as 
one did on the south side of Leningrad. At length we turned 
o£F the main road and, after passing several sentries, to whom 
Major Lozak showed the necessary papers, we stopped out- 
side the airfield. A soldier on duty went to fetch the Major, 
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and the Major, a gruff, boisterous middle-aged man— or did 
he only look middle-aged?— took us to the officers’ mess. 
“You’ll have some roast goose and potatoes,” he said, in a tone 
that excluded refusal on our part. “We had breakfast quite 
recently,” one or two of us ventured to remark. “Nonsense,” 
said the Major, “you will have our roast goose and potatoes, 
and some hot milk with it. It’s good for you.” So we all strug- 
gled with the enormous hunks of goose and the good pars- 
leyed potatoes and drank the hot milk, while the Major talked 
about things in general pending the arrival of the Colonel, 
the commander of the airfield. “Why do you think,” I said, 
“the Germans are still so determined to hang on to Lenin- 
grad?” Sublimely, the Major replied: “They want to hang on 
to Leningrad because they want to perish.” We laughed. 

“Don’t laugh,” he said. “It’s a fact These sons of bitches 
want to perish, and they wni, perish.” I asked if there was 
much air activity in the Leningrad area now. “No,” he said, 
“not very much. The Germans have their main fighter air- 
fields at Tosna and Siverskaya and Gatchina to the south of 
Leningrad. They haven’t any big bomber bases close by. We 
made it too hot for them. So, already long ago, they moved 
their bomber bases to Pskov and Vitebsk and further still; 
so there’s plenty of time to intercept them if they try to raid 
Leningrad. They can’t do it on an economic basis any more, 
so they have practically given up altogether. It’s fairly quiet 
now; they have had to shift a lot of Aeir stuff from here to 
the Ukraine where things were getting much too hot for them. 
Comparatively speaking, life is simple now. I remember the 
days when Leningrad had to depend on the transport Doug- 
lases for a bare minimum of supplies. It was a job to keep 
their fighters away from the Douglases. I remember how 
Pilutov, Hero of the Soviet Union, took on a whole swarm 
of Messerschmitts and saved the Douglases. Those were hard 
days. Ramming had really become a necessity. It was here at 
the Leningrad front during the blackest days that ramming 
was invented— Haritonov, and Zhukov, and Zdorovtsev— these 
were the ramming pioneers. They have all been killed 
since. . . “Are there any signs of the Germans pulling out 
of Leningrad?” I asked. “They won’t get a chance,” said the 
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Major. “Some moniis ago they brought up one of their divi- 
sions to the Leningrad front. It was last July, when they 
thought they could try to storm Leningrad once more. We 
let our Stormoviks loose; they destroyed sixty per cent of the 
railway and motor transport that was bringing up their new 
divisions. We’ll destroy sixty per cent or more of them if they 
try to pull out.” 

"The Colonel, tail and handsome, and looking younger than 
the Major, now joined us, but declined the Major’s ofiFer of 
roast goose and potatoes and hot milk. “Yes,” he said, we 
have some aircraft the Allies sent us. Some Aerocobras and 
Kittyhawks. The Aerocobras are very good indeed. Also some 
British planes— SpitEre-3’s and Hurricanes; the Spitfires are 
oldish models, and the Hurricanes are older still; they cer- 
tainly aren’t very hot stuflE. There’s one we had recently, and 
there was something written on the fuselage — said it had 
taken part in the Battle of Britain! Don’t know to this day 
how it got here. For night work we use Boston bombers— and 
they’re not bad.” “Have you any Lancasters?” “I’m afraid 
not,” he said, “except those we see in the BritansJcy Soyuznikl” 
He added that he and aU the airmen hked to read the Britanr- 
sky Soyuznik— it gave them quite a lot of information about 
England, and was a very popular paper in Leningrad. You 
found it in aU the soldiers’ clubs and reading-rooms. 

Least of all did I enjoy the next quarter of an horn*. The 
Colonel and a whole crowd of airmen showed me the new 
Petlyakov divebomber, also widely used for reconnaissance 
work. It is remarkably well constructed for observation pur- 
poses since it gives the pilot an unusually good all-roimd view. 
Its speed, I was told, was 540 km.p.h. It makes me feel a bit 
of a fraud when, as a special privilege, I am shown such a 
thing as a new aeroplane. What made it worse was that the 
young pilot would rattle off a whole long series of technical 
details which were just Greek to me, but I kept nodding 
knowingly, afraid to ask any questions that would give away 
my abysmal ignorance of mechanics— which would have 
made, not only me, but much worse, my escorting officers, 
look a trifle foolish. And I even wrote down some notes, which 
I could neither decipher nor imderstand afterwards! 
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It was a relef when the inspection of the divebomher was 
over, and some of the pilots came up and talked to us, and at 
the Colonels suggestion told of their various individual ex- 
ploits. I can’t say that these make good reading, so I shall not 
record them one by one. But the gist of all the stories was that 
the Germans were now less strong, less bold and less skilled. 
In the past they used eight to ten planes for interception, 
where now they used only two or three. The Russians had 
definite superiority over the Germans in the Leningrad area 
now. And even when they didn’t have it, it didn’t always 
matter. The stories told by the various pilots were mostly to 
the effect that the Germans nowadays evaded battle. One to 
one the Germans hardly ever took on a fight. Ive known 
occasions,” one of the pilots said, ^when four Messerschmitts 
ran away from two Kittyhawks.” And a yoxmg lad, with a 
pockmarked peasant face, said, TThat^s just what happened 
to me one day at Siniavino. But yesterday it was even worse. 
We went on reconnaissance-two of us. And here were seven 
Messerschmitt 109~G’s, damn good machines, mind you. But 
no! They buzzed off. Honestly, made one feel ashamed of 
them. So we freely wandered around enemy territory as if it 
were our own.” ^Tes,” said the Colonel, one may really say 
that as a rule the Germans take on a fight only iF they re in a 
very favourable position from the start. I don t know what it 
is, shortage of stuff or lack of guts. Certainly they aren t the 
same as they were in 1941 or even last year, and that s not 
simply because we’ve got more planes. The quahty of their 
men has clearly deteriorated. They’ve lost all their best men, 
and we’ve lost most of ours— there aren’t many fighter pilots 
left who have been at it since the 22nd of June— but we ve 
been building up new cadres aU the time.” 

The Colonel then took us round the officers’ quarters— a 
large well-scrubbed wooden hut. They had a billiard table, 
and a reading room with large numbers of papers and periodi- 
cals from Moscow and Lenmgrad and, true enough, the 
Britansky Soyuznik—SL weU-fingered copy too. The curious 
thing about the place, however, was the slogans on the walls. 
They were quotations from a text book on ofiScers’ etiquette 
written by a teacher of the name of Kulchitsky of the school 
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for guards^ officers, the Corps des Pages. In fact it was the 
Colonel who told me exactly who Kulchitsky was. Here are 
a few of the slogans: 

^"Avoin GESTICULATING AND RAISING YOUR VOICE."^ 

So\TEr (the word ‘SovieP must have been substituted 
for the word ‘Russian^) officer must be a model of disci- 
pline, SMARTNESS AND SELF-POSSESSIOn/'' 

"Never disdain anybody’s advice. It is your right to fol- 
low rr or not to follow rr.” 

"An officer’s strength is not nsr impulsive acts, but in 

HIS IMPERTURBABLE CALM.” 

"To AN OFFICER HIS HONOR IS A SACRED THING.” 

"Always remember that you are an officer.” . . . 

Back to the Tsarist Army? No. Why should they? But 
clearly it was realised that the Revolution, like all revolutions, 
had gone too far in certain directions and had, together with 
the imdesirable things, discarded some desirable things, at 
least things which in certain conditions created by the war 
had become desirable again. Not a full svdng-back of the 
pendulum but a slight return of the pendulum. 



VIII 

A FACTORY IN THE FAMINE 


W E drove through the Viborg District, past the Finland 
Station. Lenin had arrived here in 1917, and to com- 
memorate that far-reaching event a statue of Lenin had been 
erected in the square outside the station. It was also from this 
station that so many Russian troops went north to storm the 
Mannerheim Line. One of my majors said, "Here in Lenin- 
grad the war against Finland is considered more than justified, 
not least justified by what has happened since. Long before 
the Finnish war, Mannerheim and his gang had been in closest 
contact with the German General StaflF and an eventual Ger- 
man attack on Russia was clearly going to use Finland as one 
of its springboards. . , . And, with Beloostrov only twenty- 
six miles away it would have been suicide for Leningrad to 
allow the Germans and Finns to go on hatching their plans. 
We have very little use for the Finns,” he continued, as we 
drove through the Viborg District— this, like the Narva Dis- 
trict, had also been enormously modernised, and most of the 
wooden houses had been used up last winter for fuel— "and 
we find a bit absurd all this American tender-heartedness 
for dear little Finland, chiefly because she paid her five dollars 
a month regularly— or whatever it was. And the sooner the 
Finns give in, the better will it be for them. The Germans are 
hanging on to Leningrad because they want to keep the Firms 
in the war— at least thaf s one of the reasons— and as long as 
the Finns are in the war, the Germans wiU try to hang on.” 
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“Ttere is a tiieory among diplomats in Moscow,” I said, 
“that the Finns are afraid of throwing in their hand, because 
while they are in the war they are still getting some food from 
Germany, and who is to feed them once they give up? Oh, 
said the Major, “there’ll be plenty of tender-hearted people in 
America to see to that. And meantime-imtil the American 
supplies arrive-well, I don’t think it would be tmf air if Lenin- 
grad were to take charge of Finland’s food supplies — what 
about a couple of months during which they’d get the old 
Leningrad ration of 125 grammes a day? Didn’t their papers 
gloat in those days about our Leningrad famine when thou- 
sands died daily? We don’t gloat, but it couldnt be a bad 
thing to give them a little of their own medicine and make 
them forget all their insolent rubbish about Greater Finland 
that they would set up with Hitler’s help, and about Lenin- 
grad being part of the hereditary Finnish Lebensrauml Su- 
perior race indeed! Superior to us who built Leningrad, one 
of the half-dozen greatest cultural centres of the world!” 

We were now driving through the Okhta district, beyond 
the Neva, to the east of Leningrad. Okhta had been little 
more than a large village of little wooden houses before. Now 
many large factories and seven- and eight-storey apartment 
houses had sprung up here, and there seemed to be relatively 
less damage here than in other parts of Leningrad. As in the 
Viborg District, so here most of the smaller wooden buildings 
had been used up for fuel during the previous winter. We 
pulled up outside a large factory building, the outer brick 
walls of which were marked with sheU-spHnters. Comrade 
Semyonov, the director of the factory, with a strong hard 
face, and wearing a plain khaki tunic to which were pinned 
the Leningrad medal and the Order of Lenin, was a typical 
Soviet executive to look at and to listen to— very precise and 
to the point. He took us into his office; on the mantelpiece 
was a collection of various things the factory was now making 
—bayonets, detonators and large optical lenses, and on the 
wall were portraits of Stalin and Zhdanov, the picture of the 
Tna-n who conducted the defence of Leningrad being almost 
as usual here as that of the great chief in Moscow. Altogether, 
I had noticed in Leningrad a slight aloofness towards Mos- 
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cow, a feeling tiiat, although this was part of the whole show, 
it was also in a sense a separate show, one in which Leningrad 
had largely survived thanks to its own stupendous efforts and 
those or its local chiefs, Zhdanov and Popkov. In a way, it 
is part of that Leningrad “superiority complex” which never 
died, not even after 3ie capi^ had been moved to Moscow. 

Comrade Semyonov began by giving an account of this 
factory which in wartime has no name but only a number. It 
was, he said, the largest factory in the Soviet Union for optical 
instruments, ranging from the most elaborate optical instru- 
ments used in die navy to cinema projectors and cheap 
cameras. Millions of cheap cameras had been made here b^ 
fore the war, and practically all the cinemas in the Soviet 
Union had received their projectors from here. “During the 
very first days of the war,” said Comrade Semyonov, “the bulk 
of our opticsd equipment was evacuated east, because this was 
considered one of the key factories for defence. One couldn't 
afford to take any risks with it. Early in 1942 we had a second 
evacuation, and those of the skilled optical workers who 
hadn’t gone in the first evacuation were sent away— that is, 
those who were still alive. Already in the first weeks of the 
war, when most of our equipment and skilled men had been 
sent away, we started here on an entirely new basis— we 
started working exclusively for the Leningrad front and had 
to make the things for which we had the equipment— and 
there wasn’t much of it. Om: people had no experience in this 
kind of work. Nevertheless we started making the things our 
Leningrad front needed most— shells and hand grenades and 
especially detonators for anti-tank mines. We made hundreds 
of thousands of these. We had never made any of these things 
before. But Leningrad, as you may know, has a great indus- 
trial tradition, a great industrial culture, and our hand-gre- 
nades turned out to be the best of any made. Not very long 
ago we had a visit from a soldier who had formerly been 
a worker in this place, and he said ‘Congratulations! Didn’t 
know you went in for making this stuff. But I’ve now been 
using your grenades and they’re grand; thanks for keeping 
up &e standard of the old firm!’ We also started making 
bayonets. That was chiefly during the blockade, when it had 
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become terribly difficult to make more elaborate things. He 
picked up from the mantelpiece the flat, dagger-shaped 
bayonet “The German hates the Russian bayonet,” he said. 
“He’s not much good at hand-to-hand fighting. We should 
have liked to make tlie four-edged Suvorov bayonet, but we 
hadn’t the stufiF. So we started making this thing, which has 
come to be known as the Leningrad bayonet For some months 
now we have actually been exporting some of these bayonets 
to the mainland, and also very considerable quantities of our 
detonators. Throughout the blockade and since we have also 
been repairing the smaller arms, rifles and machine-guns; and 
m the last few weeks we have started working on optical in- 
struments again, especially on polishing lenses and on repair- 
ing range-finders, periscopes— yes, submarine periscopes too, 
because our Baltic Navy isn’t idle you know, least of all under 
water.” 

I asked Semyonov to tell me something about life at the 
factory during the hunger blockade. He was silent for a few 
seconds, as if collecting his thoughts. “Frankly,” he said, “I 
don’t like to talk about it. It’s a very bitter memory. How- 
ever, I’ll teU you a few things. Perhaps yoiu people in Eng- 
land should know what we Leningrad people have gone 
through. By the time the blockade started half of our workers 
had been evacuated or had gone into the army, so we were 
left here with about 5,000. 1 must say it was difficult at first to 
get used to the bombing, and if anyone says it doesn’t frighten 
him, don’t you believe it! Yet this bombing, though it fright- 
ened people# also aroused their frantic anger against the Ger- 
mans. When they started bombing us in a big way in October 
1941 our workers fought for the factory more than they fought 
for their own houses. There was one night when we had to 
deal with three himdred incendiaries in the factory grotmds 
alone. Our people were putting the fires out with a sort of con- 
centrated rage and fury; like a thousand squirrels they rushed 
around, putting out the flames. They had realised by then that 
they were in the front line— and that was all. No more shelters. 
Only small children were taken to shelters, and old grannies. 
And then, one day in December, in twenty degrees of frost, 
we had aU our windows blown out by a bomb, and I thought 
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to myself: 'N'o, we really can’t go on. Not till the spring. W 
can’t go on in this temperature, and without Hght, withou 
water, and almost without food.’ And yet, somehow— we didn’ 
stop. A kind of instinct told us that we mustn’t— that it woul< 
be worse than suicide. That it would be a httle like treason 
And sure enough, within thirty-six hours we were working 
again— working in altogether hellish conditions, with eigh 
degrees of frost in the workshops, and fourteen degrees o 
frost in this office where you are sitting now. Oh, we hac 
stoves of sorts, little iron stoves or littie brick stoves thal 
warmed the air a couple of feet round them. The conditions oJ 
work were really incredible, but still our people worked 
worked with a kind of frantic determination, with furious 
defiance. And, mind you, they were hungry, terribly hxmgry.’ 

Comrade Semyonov paused for a moment and there was a 
frown on his face. ‘Tfes,” he said, “to this day I cannot quite 
Tmderstand it. I don’t qxiite understand yet how it was possible 
to have that will-power, that strength of mind. Many of them, 
hardly able to walk with hunger, would drag themselves to the 
factory every day, eight, ten and even twelve kilometres. For 
there were no tramcars. We used all sorts of, you would think, 
childish expedients to keep the work going. When there were 
nO batteries, we used pedals from a bicycle to keep the lathes 
turning. Somehow, people knew when they were going to die. 
It was tmcanny and hard to understand. People always 
thought of their families in such cases, and tried to spare them 
xmnecessary worry. I remember one of our older workmen 
staggering into this office one day and saying to me, ‘Comrade 
Chief, I have a request to make. I am one of your old workers 
and you have always been a good friend to me, and I know 
you will not refuse. I am not going to bother you again. I 
know that to-day or to-morrow I shall die. My family are in 
a very poor way— very weak. They won’t have the strength 
to manage the funeral. Will you be a friend and have a coflhi 
made for me, and have it sent to my family, so they don’t have 
the extra worry of trying to get a coffin? You know how diffi- 
cult it is to get one.’ That happened during the blackest days 
in December or January. And such things happened day after 
day. How many workers came into this office saying, ‘Chief, 
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I shall be dead to-day or to-morrow!’ We would send them 
to the factory hospital, but they always died. All that was 
possible and impossible to eat, people ate. They ate cattle- 
cake, and mineral oils— we used to boil them first— and car- 
penter’s glue. People tried to sustain themselves on hot water 
^d yeast. Out of the 5,000 people we had here, several hun- 
dred died. And a very large number of them died right here. 
The factory was the thing that mattered most to them. It 
looked as if they wanted to die here rather than at home. 
Many a man would drag himself to the factory, stagger in and 
die. It was like a call of duty to come here. Everywhere there 
were corpses. But some died at home, and died together with 
the rest of their family, and in the circumstances it was di65- 
ctJt to find out anything definite. The bodies were taken 
away, ^d there was really nobody who could report the man’s 
death to us. And since there was no transport, we werent 
usually able to send people rormd to inquire. This went on 
tin about the 15th of February. After that rations were in- 
creased, and the death-rate dropped sharply. To-day it hurts 
me to talk about these things. 

Comrade Semyonov sighed, then slapped the table and 
smiled. “But now,” he said, “it’s almost like a birthday party. 
Our only real trouble comes from the shelling. It’s a big 
nuisance. We’ve had many direct hits, and quite a number of 
casualties. Six were killed a fortnight ago, it went straight 
through the roof into one of the workshops. But we don’t 
take shelter xmtil a shell drops within less than five hundred 
metres of the factory. The really big danger comes from the 
first shell for it comes quite unexpectedly. And the Germans 
have now also started shelling the town mdiscrimlnately, and 
no longer by districts as they used to, and that makes it more 
diflScult to follow any precise rules.” 

We went through various workshops, all of them dark and 
dingy because there was no glass in the windows, and some of 
the premises were lit only by faint electric bulbs. Along long 
rows of lathes women and girls, some fresh but others with 
tired faces, were turning out httle gadgets which were 
detonators for anti-tank mines. In another brighter and whiter 
workshop, together with many other girls, Lucia Kozlova, 
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aged fifteen, young and cocky, rosy-cheeked and fair-haired, 
wearing a blue overall and talking in a baby voice, was polish- 
ing lenses. '"‘"I ve ivorked here for six weeks now,” she said, 
‘‘and am already exceeding my norm— did 110 per cent y^- 
terday.” She was pleased with herself. “Where is yonr father, 
Lucia?” “At the front,” she said. “He was wounded in May, 
but now he’s back again.” “And your mother?” “She works 
here, in the other building, where they had a shell last 
month.” “Aren’t you frightened of shells?” “Niat, ne strashno— 
no Tm not frightened,” she squeaked in her baby voice, and 
went back to polishing the lenses. In another large workshop, 
obviously stripped of its usual machinery, expert male work- 
ers were repairing sights and periscopes with large gashes 
made either in the metal or the glass by shell splinters. 

We walked through the factory grounds with their wide- 
open spaces, partly covered with vegetable plots and partly 
with heaps of rubble. “AU this us badly smashed up,” said 
Comrade Semyonov. “Before the war there was a lawn here 
with a fountain in the middle, and over there is what’s left 
of the open-air stadium”— pointing to a badly shattered build- 
ing— “and this used to be our concert hall. We used to- have 
real symphony concerts here. Our workers are very keen on 
music. In 1937 we had the Leningrad Philharmonic playing 
to us, with Albert Coates conducting. He was in the Soviet 
Union on a tour then. Very, very good concert. I remember 
they played Tchaikovsky’s Fourth Symphony.” 



[TO] 



SUNDAY EVENING IN LENINGRAD 


W E drove back to the Astoria along the Liteiny Prospect 
and turned into the Nevsky. I noticed that the old 
eighteenth-century guns— rehcs of the wars of Peter and 
Catherine— which lined what I think was the old Liteiny 
foundry, had disappeared. "They haven’t been used up as 
scrap, have they?’' I asked. ""Good God, no,” said Major 
Lozak, scandahsed at the suggestion. ""They are historically 
very valuable, those guns. They’ve been taken away to a safe 
place.” How typical of Leningrad to have gone to all the 
trouble of moving those big bronze and iron monsters. They 
were not outstandingly valuable, except as something to 
which everybody in Leningrad had become accustomed, still 
less were they vulnerable; but they were ""part of Leningrad,” 
one of those things that everybody in Leningrad knew and 
remembered. 

It was Sunday afternoon. The Liteiny, so famous in the past 
for its numerous secondhand bookshops— there did not seem 
to be many there now— looked rather deserted except for the 
regular traflSc of half-empty tramcars and occasional army 
lorries. We drove past a big block of flats where an aunt of 
mine had once lived, and as we crossed the Basseinaya I 
looked down that street, and remembered that in number 
seven, I think, there once lived a girl called Gasya, with 
whom, at the age of fifteen, I was violently in love— xmtil the 
day when she discarded my unrealistic calf-love, with its 
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literary talks and its evenings of Chopin, in favour of some 
elderly bloke s substantial offer of marriage. Of course he 
was elderly—he was twenty-four and she was sixteen. To 
add insult to injury I was made to be a one of the best 

men— at the wedding, and had to take my turn in holding 
the golden crown over the bride s head while the priest was 
doing his stuff. Where was Gasya now? 

But no sooner had we reached the comer of the Nevsky and 
the Liteiny than the scene changed. In spite of sporadic shell- 
ing, the Nevsky, and especially the famous crossroads, were 
crowded as they had always been. Thousands of people- 
workpeople, soldiers and girls— were walking up and down 
the Nevsky on that Sunday afternoon. What was the eternal 
attraction of that comer? In the past it used to be one of the 
main centres of prostitution in Petrograd. There was no sug- 
gestion of anything like that now, nor were there any cheap 
eating-places, frequented by students, such as the famous 
Dominique with its billiard rooms, open in the neighbour- 
hood. But the comer still had a sort of magnetic attraction. 
At this comer I had for the first time in my life talked to a 
prostitute. She had accosted me and asked me for a cigarette. 
I was fourteen, and said I hadn’t any, at which point the siUy, 
giggly, clumsy, pale-faced girl said, "‘A great big boy like 
you ought to learn to smoke, and to make love to the girls”; I 
was seized with panic and saying I was in a great hurry, I 
ran away. 

At the Astoria, ^‘Mamasha” (as we had aU come to call her 
by now) had prepared the usual dinner, and after that we 
drove to the Alexandrinka to see The Princess of the Circus, 
Though played inside the august walls of the Alexandrinka 
—more august than anything outside the Comedie Fran^aise— 
this was the most frivolous show I had seen ever since I 
arrived in the Soviet Union in July 1941. In this sense it was 
a typically Leningrad-in-wartime show. Leningrad was ob- 
viously needing the lightest and brightest recreation avail- 
able, and it had been so ever since the beginning of the 
blockade. 

Throughout the blockade the operetta had gone on func- 
tioning. According to one story I heard (which I mentioned 
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before ) it was so cold in the theatre that the dancers appeared 
on the stage wearing their fur coats; according to another 
version they appeared in tights in spite of the frost and danced 
with their faces all blue and their teeth chattering. It seems 
that both things happened; perhaps the alternative costumes 
were determined by the mercury being above or below a 
certain point. 

The Princess of the Circus is by the same man as Sylva, 
which has been the popular favourite in Moscow for years; 
Kahnaim, I think, is the composer s name; clearly something 
central-Emropean, probably Vieimese, and full of trivial but 
pleasantly catchy times. But, as performed by the Russians, 
it was extraordinarily like an English musical comedy, with 
its glamorous and sentimental princess, and fatuously beauti- 
ful tenor of a hero, and above all, the whole collection of 
various “silly asses” and terrifying old dames and comic slap- 
stick waiters. The main “silly ass,” played by that admirable 
comedian, Kedrov, was “Coimt Frederix,” the name of the last 
Grand Chamberlain of Nicholas II. But the Frederix of the 
Alexandrinka was not as gaga as his namesake; he was, as he 
himself said, “the Silenus of the stalls, gallery and other 
places,” and looked, in his Ruritanian uniform, and with his 
handlebar moustache, extraordinarily like the late Marshal 
PilsudsM. The hero with the domino and the top hat was 
“Mr. X,” the celebrated acrobat and in reality “Prince Clery,” 
but the heroine did not know this, and swooned at the dis- 
covery that she was in love with an acrobat. It doesn’t matter 
about the plot— it consisted of the usual musical comedy rub- 
bish and ended as happily as aU these things do. Where 
the action was supposed to take place is equally unimportant 
—actually it shifted quite irrationally from the entrance to 
the celebrated CiniselH Circus in St. Petersburg to Count 
Frederix’s sumptuous mansion on the Neva— wiSi the win- 
dows naturally looking on to the fortress— and ended up in the 
Erzherzog Karl restaurant in Vienna. “You will be my guest 
to-night,” said ‘Tilsudski.” “Lend me a himdred rouHes.” 
And at the great f^te in the second act there was a dance of 
vamps with yellow shawls and in golden snakescaled frocks. 
Frederix incidentally spoke with a comic German accent, no 
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doubt like his namesake, the gaga Grand Chamberlain of the 
last Tsar. But the really uproarious stuflF came in the last act, 
which was pure slapstick. And the simple, if stiU very funny 
jokes— so like Enghsh siUy-ass jokes— kept the Leningrad au- 
dience rocking with laughter. This sort of thing: the terrifying 
old lady in the Er2herzog Karl restaurant. “Speaking of rub- 
bish— wheeie is my husband?" And then there was Pelican, 
the comic serule waiter who kept dropping from the dish 
a cardboard duck and kicking it around the place. It was 
curious to think of even a cardboard duck being kicked about 
the stage during the Leningrad blockade. But now the au- 
dience roared with laughter at the cardboard duck till the 
tears ran down their faces. And Pelican’s jokes were on these 
lines: “Madam, the lobster is boiling, I just poked it with a 
fork and it’s stOl hard," or, “I had to sack the other waiter be- 
cause he pomed all the sauce down Countess Mettemich’s 
bosom,” or, when Herr Schrank, a very nondescript customer, 
asked Pelican why the latter always addressed him as “Herr 
von Schrank,” Pelican repKes, “Because, in our establishment 
we always call a baron a prince; an ordinary person a baron, 
and the scum of the earth we call von.’" . . . And then, lick- 
ing his chops, PeHcan said to a new arrival, “Ah, the pheasant 
is lovely and tender— but there’s none left" ( which, bet, is a 
Russian addendum). And finally— this was very English- 
musical-comedy: “Baron, w'hy is your hair white and your 
moustache black?” “It’s because my moustache is twenty 
years yovmger than my hair.” It was aU very unworthy of the 
stage of the Alexandrinka where Gogol’s Revizor and so many 
other famous plays were performed for the first time, and 
which for nearly a hundred years had been trod by the most 
famous tragedians and especially comedians of Rxissia. But 
there it was— Leningrad was needing complete comic relief, 
and nothing was as good as this slapstick. In fact, the people 
were about as much “front” as Leningrad— with the vast 
majority of the audience, including the women, in uniform. 

hi one of the intervals we were invited into a large dressing- 
room, where we met “Pilsudski,” and the beautiful hero, and 
the Princess of the Circus, and Pehcan the waiter. They 
talked about the bad old days of the blockade when they 
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lived on 125 grammes a day. "God, they were sldnny in their 
tights,” said “Pilsudski,” pointing at the ladies. “Regular scare- 
crows! But now you’re quite nice and plump again, girls, 
aren’t you,” he added, pointing at the princess and the other 
actresses. “Oh, we’re aU right now,” said the princess; and then 
they told how they had travelled almost daily to the front 
during the darkest days, how they had nearly died of exhaus- 
tion, but had tried to keep the soldiers in good humour. “And, 
except for a very short time, we did get a few little extras to 
eat— the Leningrad Soviet certainly did their best to keep us 
alive— and there was nothing to equal the generosity of the 
soldiers; they would press food on us, though heaven knows 
they were on iron rations themselves— worse than iron rations. 
But we certainly cheered them up a lot, at a time when they 
needed cheering up!” . . . There were still old photographs 
on the wall, pictures of Savina and Varlamov and Davidov, 
and other great Alexandrinka stars of the distant past. Whose 
dressing-room, I wondered, had this been? But what did it 
matter? For here, to-day, one had another httle gHmpse into 
that immense human drama through which every man, woman 
and child of Leningrad had hved. . . . “God, weren’t they 
skinny in their tights!” 

We spent a pleasant evening around the supper table that 
night. The Colonel was again puUing Dangulov’s leg with 
kishmish and other standing Caucasian jokes. But in Lenin- 
grad, sooner or later, the conversation always seems to get 
back to the black days, to the winter of 1941. Major Lozak, 
with his pale face, eyes and hair, and Roman nose, and 
aristocratic little burr, recalled what Comrade Semyonov had 
told us at the factory that day. “It’s quite true,” he said, “in 
those days there was something in a man’s face that told you 
at once he would die within the next twenty-fom: homrs. Life 
had become terribly cheap.” The Major had lived in Lenin- 
grad all his hfe, and he had his parents in Leningrad too. 
“They are old people,” he said, “and I had to give them half 
my soldier’s ration or they would certainly have died. And 
as a staflF officer I was, naturally and quite rightly, getting 
considerably less than the people at the front— 250 grammes 
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a day instead of 850. 1 shall always remember how every day 
I’d walk from my house near the Taurus Gardens to my work 
ini this part of the town, a matter of three or four kilometres. 
I felt very exhausted. I’d walk for a while, and then sit down 
for a rest. Many a time I saw a man suddenly collapse on the 
snow. There was nothing one could do. One just walked on. 
And I remember how, on the way back, I would see a vague 
human form covered with snow on the spot where in the 
morning I had seen the man fall down. One didn’t worry— 
what was the good! People didn’t wash for weeks; there 
were no bath-houses and no fuel. But at least people were 
urged to shave. And during that winter I don’t think I ever saw 
a person smile. It was frightful. And yet, there was a kind of 
inner discipline that made most people carry on. A new code 
of maimers was evolved by the hungry people. They carefully 
avoided talldng about food. They tried to talk about all sorts 
of things. I remember spending a very hungry evening with 
an old boy from the Radio Committee. He nearly drove me 
cra 2 y— he would talk all evening about Kant and Hegel. Yet 
we never lost heart. The Battle of Moscow gave us complete 
confidence that it would be all right in the end. But what 
a change aU the same when February came and the Ice Road 
was opened! Those tremendous parcels that suddenly started 
arriving from all over the country— parcels of honey and 
butter and ham and sausage! StiU, our troubles are by no 
means at an end. This shelhag can really be very upsetting. 
I was in the Nevsky once when a shell landed close by. And 
ten yards away from me was a man whose head was cut clean 
off by a shell spfinter. It was horrible. I saw him make his 
last two steps already with his head off— and a bloody mess 
all round before he collapsed. I vomited right there and 
then, and I was quite ill for the rest of the day— though I had 
already seen many terrible things before. I shall never forget 
the night the children’s hospital was hit by an oil bomb, many 
children were killed, and die whole house was blazing, and 
some perished in the flames. It’s bad for one’s nerves to see 
such thin gs happen; our ambulance services have instructions 
to wash away blood on the pavement as quickly as possible 
after a shell has landed.” 
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The Major said that he often visited the front lines, and as 
he also knew German well he saw a lot of German prisoners. 
“At first, you know,” he said, “our people didn’t much believe 
in German atrocities until they saw them with their own 
eyes. At Tikhvin, where the Germans were for a month, they 
hanged a lot of people. When I talk to war prisoners now, 
I am struck by the remarkable change in their attitude to us. 
In 1941 and even in 1942 they vrore arrogant, ahnost without 
exception. Now they have deteriorated both physically and 
mentally. They are verminous to the last degree; and an in- 
fantry officer whom I questioned the other day, said, “Wir 
leben im Dreck. Es isf aussichtslos” (The infan^ people are 
terribly jealous of the Luftwaffe, who have an easier life, 
much better food and better quarters. ) 

“In the past, the most one could ever get out of a German 
was a recognition of our having guts. But at heart every 
German remained convinced that, technically, we were vastly 
inferior to them, and that sooner or later our guts would give 
way, and then it would be quite easy, and Hitler would win 
the war. But they’ve learned a lot of things. They know that 
it wasn’t only tremendous guts but wonderful organisation 
that enabled us to hold Schlusselbiurg fortress throughout the 
blockade. And they’ve learned a lot of other things at this 
front— not to mention Stahngrad and all that’s been happening 
since the 5th of July this year. They know that our gims and 
mortars are better than dieirs and our fortifications as good 
as theirs, and our tanks at least as good, and our infantry 
about as well armed as their infantry. And now they also 
know that there’s superb confidence in victory on our side 
and only Dreck on their side. They’ve got very tough troops, 
though. Their S.S. troops took a big part in the Mga operation 
this summer, when they made their last desperate bid to break 
through to Leningrad. But the general level is much lower 
than it was, and they’ve been diluting their own troops vrith a 
lot of international rabble. There’s a lot of rabble at this front. 
There are, for instance, the Spaniards. The Falangist officers 
are about as low a bunch as you’ve ever seen. They spend 
their days gambling, and take bribes from the soldiers for all 
sorts of little favours. And the Spanish troops— they are a 
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mixture. About half of them are composed of anarchist rabble 
from Barcelona while the rest are poKtical prisoners who have 
been released on condition they go to Russia to fight. A lot 
of them try to escape to our lines. But it’s difficult, because 
they are carefully watched, especially by the Germans. 
Recently a tragic thing happened. Seven of these Spanish 
Repubhcans tried to come over to us but just before they had 
reached our lines they were discovered, and six were killed; 
only one got across, and wounded at that. Others who often 
try to surrender and sometimes succeed are the Alsatians. 
But this is a very static front, and it is much more difficult for 
them to come over here than it is on the southern front where 
the war is so much more mobile. But it is comic some of the 
things that do happen these days. The funniest thing is the 
latest German leaflets. They must be hard up for new ideas, 
for do you know what they put in their le^ets now? “The 
Duce has been rescued!’ They drop these in thousands over 
our fines. Our soldiers’ comment has invariably been, ‘So 
what?’ ” 

Major Likharov, our other host, said that in September, 
when the Germans were approaching' Leningrad, his wife got 
into a slight panic and bought “just in case” an enormous 
eight-kilo tin of fresh caviare. "When I saw it I said to her, ‘the 
stuff will just go bad; I think you had better take it back 
to the shop,’ which she did. Oh, Lord! didn’t we regret it 
afterwards. Throughout the months of the famine we were 
harmted by the memory of that eight-kilo tia of caviare. It 
was like Paradise lost!” Likharov, though tmpoetic to look at 
with his rough-hewn face and heavy jaw, was a good poet, but 
as he said, he was now working almost entirely on propa- 
ganda, writing articles and sketches for front newspapers; 
this meant a lot of travelling about the front and seeing a lot 
of people, and he was collecting masses of material which he 
would use after the war. Altogether he thought there would 
be an enormous crop of literature produced in Leningrad 
after the war. A lot of people had kept diaries throughout 
these two years which would make fibrst-class material. 

“It was certainly a job travelfing about during the worst 
days of the blockade,” he said. “I shall always* remember my 
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joiimey to TiMivin in December 1941. The Germans had just 
abandoned the town after holding it for a month. They aban- 
doned it on December 12th. It was dreadfully cold, and I 
travelled there on board a railway engine— had to stand prac- 
tically all the time. The joiimey took thirty-six hours— a day 
and a night and a day. The words T m from Leningrad^ were 
magic words. You can’t imagine the way people outside Lenin- 
grad reacted to them. They overwhelmed you with kindness. 
I remember how at night our railway engine arrived at a httle 
station; I was hungry and I hadnT been in bed for weeks; 
the engine-driver and the stoker were terribly dirty; but 
when a railway man heard we were from Leningrad, he took 
us to his Little house and insisted that I sleep in his clean white 
bed, with its lace cover and its embroidered pillowslips. He 
produced tlie food he had hidden away from the Germans, 
and gave us a meal the like of which I had not seen for months. 
I had by that time already lost sixty poimds in weight. He 
also insisted that my two companions should sleep in his house 
and have a good rest. AU three of us were complete strangers 
to him— but we were from Leningrad. It was like a passport 
and a ration-book all in one. It warmed my heart to feel 
how deeply the rest of the country had been worrying about 
us during those critical weeks of October and November.’’ 
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X 



CHILDREN IN THE FAMINE AND NOW 


T he south side of the Obvodny Canal to the east of the 
Warsaw Station used to be one of the worst slum areas of 
old St. Petersburg. It was here, in one of the streets ofF the 
canal, that we visited the next morning a large modem school 
that had been built in 1936. The rest of the street looked very 
different from what I had remembered this district to be. 
Most of the houses were modem brick houses; it was really a 
brand-new part of Leningrad. It would have looked even bet- 
ter but for the rather extensive damage caused by sheUing. 
For one thing, there was hardly a whole pane of glass any- 
where; plywood, which gives houses that dead blind look, 
was in all the windows. Usually, only one small glass pane per 
window was put in for giving the room some light. The school 
in Tambov Street was a large brick building with long white- 
washed corridors, decorated with portraits of Stahn and 
Zhdanov and posters. A girl of seventeen or eighteen with 
dark hair and bright-red cheeks, very lovely and as fresh as 
a Canadian apple, and wearing a Pioneer uniform with a red 
neck-tie, very hke the xmiform of the Girl Guides, took us 
into Gomrade Tikhomirov’s office. He was the headmaster 
and had the very unusual distinction of ranking as a “Teacher 
of Merit of the U.S.S.R.” in the Golden Book (or whatever 
it is called ) of the Gommissariat of Education. 

Tikhomirov was an elderly man with a grey moustache, and 
a kindly intelligent face. He had started hfe as an elementary- 
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school teacher xmder the old regime back in 1907, and had 
fought in the German war (for that’s what 1914-18 is usually 
called in Russia now) and in the civil war, but had after 
that returned to the profession he loved most. ‘Well,” he said, 
“I never thought that when I started teaching I’d ever have 
to face the problems we have aU had to face these last two 
years! But I’ll teU you about that later; there’s an arithmetic 
class on just now, wouldn’t you like to go in?” Since the recent 
abolition of co-education this was now a purely boys’ school; 
the boys now attending were aged eight to thirteen; the older 
boys wouldn’t start coming to school imtil October 1st. We 
went into the classroom, there were about forty twelve-year- 
olds there; they all stood up as soon as they saw the head- 
master and the rest of us come in. I did not think an arithmetic 
class would be very exciting, but even arithmetic, as I soon 
discovered, was used as war propaganda. The maths teacher, 
standing on a little platform below the blackboard, was an 
elderly woman with bobbed grey hair, a tired yellow skin 
and a reddish nose; she obviously felt fatigue and strain, and 
yet— every word she said was uttered wim great animation 
bordering on exuberance. She wore a smart black skirt and a 
white blouse and neck-tie, and good-quality black shoes. Her 
job was to make the lesson sound interesting, and with 
genuine exuberance she presented the problems to the boys 
in the foUowtug manner: “Now boys, I want to tell you about 
a yoimg girl in a factory who decided that she must celebrate 
somehow the glorious victory of our Red Army at Chernigov, 
So what do you think she did? No, she didn’t go to the pic- 
tures. She decided to increase her output. The first day she 
exceeded her norm by fifteen per cent, the second day by 
twenty per cent ...” I forget all the details of the problem, 
but soon after the teacher had stated it several boys put up 
their hands and aimoxmced, with obvious approval, that the 
answer was this: “In one week the girl exceeded her produc- 
tion norm by 184 per cent.” “Quite conrectl” said the teacher, 
“and in doing so, die girl proved that she was a real Stakhano- 
vite, and that she really loved her coimtry.” 'The rest was 
much on the same lines. The boys were aU in excellent 
physique, and most of them seemed very bright. 
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Tlie same was trae of another class of thirteen-year-olds, 
where the headmaster said I could take the teacher’s chair 
and ask them any questions I liked. This was very sudden; I 
saw the boys surveying me with critical interest as I sat down, 
and I had access of acute stage-fright. However, I pulled 
myself together and after talking of the faU of Smolensk I 
asked one of the boys where he bought the Germans would 
retreat to now. “They will retreat all ihe way to hell!” the boy 
exclaimed. “And they’U get to hell out of Leningrad, too,” 
another one spontaneously cried. I didn’t think the strategic 
discussion was getting us very far, and turned to vegetable 
growing and wood cutting— questions on which the children 
were great experts. I picked the boys at random and was 
astonished at the ease and fluency with which each of them 
gave a detailed account of how he had taken part in planting 
cabbages and in watering and looking after them. Then I 
asked some personal questions, but soon had to stop this be- 
cause the first boy said that his father had died in the famine, 
and the second one that his had been killed at the front, and 
the third one that his father had also died in the famine. 

Then I asked one of the boys what he knew about England. 
He said he didn’t know much, and then pondering for a 
moment, he added, “Oh, no, I do know a few things; one is, 
that London is the capital of England, and that it was bombed 
by the Germans,” “Quite right. Anything else?” He didn’t 
know any more. But another boy raised his hand. “Yes?” 'T 
also know,” said the boy, “that the English haven’t opened 
the Second Front yet.” Several boys laughed. Another hand 
went up. “The English have a very good airforce, and they 
bomb ^e heU out of the Fritzes, and they also have a good 
navy.” This sounded more encouraging. “Can anybody tell 
me anything about America?” Two hands went up. One of 
the boys said, “They’ve got skyscrapers 150 storeys high.” 
“They make a lot of irucks for the Red Army.” “We get Amer- 
ican chocolate.” ‘TThe Americans are very rich,” came the 
repHes. “Have any of you ever seen an American?” Nobody 
had. “Had anybody ever seen a German?” A whole forest of 
hands went up. They had seen German prisoners. “And what 
were they hke?” “They looked just like Germans— a lot of 
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svolochi,” one of the boys said, and the other boys laughed. I 
felt that these boys had the minds of boys but the character of 
grown-up men. They had learned hatred at a very early age. 
They hadn’t been taught it, they had learned it from life itseE 

It was one of the points Comrade Tikhomirov made when 
he took me back to his study and talked to me about the 
school in general. Before that he took us through the “military 
cabinet,” with a large display of brochures on elementary 
military training, and with an impressive collection of rifles 
and hand-grenades and even one machine-gun. “At fourteen 
they start getting their elementary military training,” he said, 
“they learn to use a rifle and to throw grenades; and they 
also have bayonet practice. Moreover, they receive a rudi- 
mentary knowledge of the machine-gun, and also some ele- 
mentary facts about tanks and artillery. That, by the way, 
is one of the reasons why om government decided to aban- 
don co-education. The curricula for boys and girls are going 
to be rather difEerent now, at least they will be from next 
year.” 

Then, taking me into his study, he said that the school had 
been smashed four times by shelling, but only once very badly 
—that was in October 1941— at the worst possible moment. 
'The boys cleared away all the glass, bricked up the walls 
that had been smashed, put plywood in the windows. “On the 
next two occasions the damage was relatively shght, but on 
May 1st this year a shell landed in the yard, and one of our 
woman teachers was killed. Eighty-five per cent of the chil- 
dren’s fathers are-or were— at 3ie front; I say were’ because 
many of them are dead. Nearly all the mothers are working in 
factories in Leningrad, or on transport, wood cutting, or 
A.II.P. Nearly all the fathers are actually on the Leningrad 
front; so there is the closest contact between our school and 
the front lines. These boys are terribly grown up for their 
age. We don’t have to teach them political consciousness— or 
hatred. They have learned it all in the hard school of life.” 

“Can you tell me something about this school during the 
famine?” I asked. “Yes,” he said, “I can tell you a few things, 
and then I’ll show you something that’ll interest you.” Then 
he said earnestly, “We stuck it, and stuck it well. We had 
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to be worthy of our city. We had no wood, but the Lenso^det 
gave us a small wooden house not far away for demohtion, 
so we could use the timber for heating. The bombing and 
shelling used to be very severe ia those days. We had about 
120 pupils then— boys and girls— and we had to hold our 
classes in the shelter. Not for a day did the work stop. It 
was very cold. The httle stoves heated the air properly only 
a yard around them, and in the rest of the shelter the tem- 
perature was below zero. There was no hghting, apart from 
a kerosene lamp. But we carried on, and the children were so 
serious and earnest about it aU that we actually got better 
results out of them than in any other year. Surprising, but 
true. We had meals for them : the army helped us to feed them. 
Several of the teachers died of undemomishment, but I am 
proud to say that all the children in our care survived. Only, 
it was pathetic to watch them during those famine months. 
Towards the end of the year they hardly looked like children 
any more. They were strangely sdent, with a kind of con- 
centrated look in their eyes. They would not walk about, still 
less run about; they would just sit. But none of them died; 
and only some of those pupils who had stopped coming to 
school, and stayed at home, died, often together with the rest 
of the family. . . 

Comrade Tikhomirov pulled out a drawer of his desk and 
produced from it a large hand-bound volume. “This is our 
Famine Scrapbook,” he said. “It has copies of a lot of essays 
written by the children dming the famine, and a lot of other 
material.” I asked— and it was asking a lot— whether I could 
borrow it tiU the next morning; and, after receiving every 
assurance from our majors that it would be safely returned, 
the headmaster, a little nervously, agreed that I could take it 
away. 

We were seen to the car by the headmaster and by the 
Pioneers’ guide, the lovely child with the dark hair, lively 
dark eyes and fresh red cheeks. Pointing across the courtyard 
she said, “That’s the place where one of our women teachers 
was killed by a shell on the first of May.” And as we went 
out into the street, with its eyeless houses, she said, giving 
me a friendly feminine smile and a friendly manly handshake. 
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“You will come to see us again next time you are in Lenin- 
grad?” And as we drove down towards die Obvodny Canal 
with its cabbage-tapestried slopes, I felt that here was one of 
those Russian girls who in no time can set a man daydream- 
ing, and suddenly make him think of his life m terms of “ifs” 
and “if only’s.” 

That evening I looked through the large scrapbook boxmd 
in purple velvet, and with margins composed of rather con- 
ventional children’s watercolomrs depicting soldiers, tanks, 
aeroplanes and the hke. These surrounded litde typewritten 
sheets which had been pasted on to the thin cardboard of 
the scrapbook. These sheets were copies of typical essays 
written by pupils— mostly girls— during the famine, and a 
survey written by the headmaster himself. I wrote out a few 
at random. 

One young girl wrote: “Until Jime 22nd everybody had 
work and a good life assured to him. That day we went on 
an excursion to the Kirov Islands. A fresh wind was blowing 
from the Gulf, bringing with it bits of the song some kids were 
singing not far away, ‘Great and glorious is my native land.’ 
And then the enemy began to come nearer and nearer omr 
city. We went out to dig trenches. It was difficult because a 
lot of the kids were not used to such hard physical labour. 
The German General von Leeb was aheady hcl^g his chops 
at the thought of the gala dinner he was going to order at 
the Astoria. Now we are sitting in the shelter, roimd impro- 
vised stoves, with our coats and fur caps and gloves on. We 
have been sewing and knitting warm things for our soldiers, 
and been taking rormd their letters to their friends and rela- 
tives. We have also been collecting non-ferrous metal for 
salvage. . . .” 

Valentina Solovyova, an older girl of sixteen, wrote: “June 
22ndl How much that date means to us now! But then it 
^med just an ordinary summer day. . . . Before long the 
House Committees were swarmmg with women, girls and 
children who had come to join the A.R.P. teams, the anti-fire 
and anti-gas squads. . . . By the end of September the city 
was encircled. Food supplies from outside had ceased. The 
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last evacuee trains had departed. The people of Leningrad 
tightened their belts. The streets began to bristle with barri- 
cades and anti-tank Tedgehogs.’ Dug-outs and firing-points— 
a whole network of them— were springing up around the city. 
As in 1919, so now, the great question arose: ‘Shall Leningrad 
remain a So\'iet city or not?’ Leningrad was in danger. But its 
workers had risen like one man for its defence. Tanks were 
thundering down the streets. Everywhere men of the civil 
guard were joining up. ... A cold, terrible winter was ap- 
proaching. Together with their bombs, enemy planes were 
dropping down leaflets. They said that they would raze 
Leningrad to the groimd. They said we would all die of 
hunger. They thought they would frighten us, but they fiUed 
us with renewed strength. . . . Leningrad did not let the 
enemy into its gates! The city was starving, but it Hved and 
worked, and kept sending to the front more and more new 
detachments of its sons and daughters. Though knocking at 
the knees with hunger, our workers went to work at their fac- 
tories, with the air-raid sirens filling the air with their 
screams. . . .” 

From another essay on how the school-children dug 
trenches while the Germans were approaching Leningrad: 
“In August we worked for twenty-five days digging trenches. 
We were machine-gunned and some of us were killed, but we 
carried on, though we weren’t used to this work. And the 
Germans were stopped by the trenches we had dug.” 

And here is how, according to the same Valentina 
Solovyova, work continued at school during the worst time 
of the blockade: “. . . It became very diflBcult to work. The 
central heating was, of course, out of action. It became ter- 
ribly cold. One’s hands and feet were quite munb, and the 
ink froze in the ink-pots. We hid our faces inside our coat 
collars, and wrapped scarves around our hands, but it was 
still terribly cold. Antonina Ivanovna, our chemistry teacher, 
came into the classroom and teased us for sitting there all 
huddled up. Feeling a little ashamed, we put down our collars 
and took off our gloves. She was always cheerful, and always 
managed to cheer us up. She made jokes which made us 
laugh. . . . Only thanks to this moral support we received 
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from all the teachers and the headmaster did we stick it at aH. 
Otherwise we should have stopped coming to school. . , . 
But we had to give up using the shelter as a classroom. And 
the reason for this was quite simple. There was no more light 
in the shelter; so we had to move back to the classroom. Not 
that this was very bright either. For there was only one 
small pane of glass in the window. And so we continued to 
sit arotmd the little burzhuika stove— and so we continued till 
the spring. Sometimes the stove smoked terribly. And alto- 
gether, it was dangerous to sit too close to it. Often there 
was a smeU of burning valenki in the class, and gloves 
went on fire, and even the clothes sometimes began to 
smoulder. . . .” 

Another girl of sixteen, Luba Tereschenkova, described the 
same strange scene as follows: “At the end of January and in 
February, frost also joined the blockade and lent Hitler a 
hand. It was never less than thirty degrees of frost! Our classes 
continued on the ‘Round the Stove’ principle. But there were 
no reserved seats, and if you wanted a seat near the stove or 
under the stove pipe, you had to come early. The place facing 
the stove door was reserved for the teacher. You sat down, 
and were suddenly seized by a wonderful feeling of weU- 
being; the warmth penetrated through your skin, right into 
your bones; it made you aU weak and languid and paralysed 
your thoughts; you just wanted to think of nothing, only to 
slumber and drink in the warmth. It was agony to stand up 
and go to the blackboard. One wanted to put off the evil 
moment. It was so cold and dark at the blackboard, and your 
hand, imprisoned in its heavy glove, goes all ninnb and rigid, 
and refuses to obey. The chalk keeps falling out of your hand, 
and the lines are all crooked and the figures deformed. . . . 
By the time we reached the third lesson there was no more 
fuel left. The stove went cold, and horrid icy draughts started 
blowing down the pipe. It became terribly cold. It was then 
that Vasya Pughin, with a puckish look on his face, could be 
seen slinking out and bringing in a few logs from Anna 
Ivanovna’s emergency reserve; and a few minutes later one 
could again hear the magic crackling of wood inside the stove. 
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. . . During tlie break nobody would jump up because no one 
bad any desire to go into the icy corridors. . . /' 

In another essay the same girl wrote: “One day we were 
sitting silently round the burzhuika warming our numb 
fingers. The beU had hung several minutes before. We were 
waiting for our teacher of literature. Instead of him, Yakov 
Mikhailovich arrived and annoinaced, ‘There will be no classes 
to-day. We must all go and take to pieces a wooden house 
because our wood supply is at an end, and we must get more 
wood in.’ Well, it coulii’t be helped. It was terribly cold 
outside. A piercing wind was blowing, freezing our faces and 
stopping the blood in our veins.” 

And here is more, from another essay by the same girl: 
“The vsinter came, fierce and merciless. The water-pipes froze, 
and there was no electric light, and the tramcars stopped 
running. To get to school in time I had to get up very early 
every morning, for I live out in the suburbs. It was particularly 
difficult to get to school after a blizzard when all roads and 
paths are covered with snowdrifts. But I firmly decided to 
complete my school year. . . . One day, after standing in a 
bread queue for six hours (I had to miss school that day, for 
I had received no bread for two days), I caught a cold and 
fell iU. Never had I felt more miserable than during those 
days. Not for physical reasons, but because I desperately 
needed the moral support of my schoolmates, their encourag- 
ing jokes. . . 

Not everybody could take it. Leonchukova, one of the 
teachers, wrote: “Not everybody could face all the ordeals of 
the war and the blockade. Some people left the city and de- 
parted to more quiet places; others gave up school and went 
to work in factories; some were defeated in this imequal 
struggle with calamity, but the strongest held out till the 
end.” 

None of the children who continued to go to school died. 
But several of the teachers did. The last section of the Famine 
Scrapbook is introduced by a title page with a decorative 
funeral um painted on it in pmple water-colour. And the text 
that foUows is by Tikhomirov, the headmaster. It is a series 
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of obituary notes of the teachers of the school who were either 
Idlled in the war or who died of hunger. The assistant head- 
master was idlled in action. Another was 'Tcilled at Kingisepp’' 
—in that terrible battle of Kingisepp where the Germans broke 
through to Leningrad from Estonia. Another teacher "'"died of 
hunger*^; so did the teacher of geography. Comrade Nemirov, 
the teacher of literature, ^lie was among the victims of the 
blockade/’' and Akimov, the history teacher, “died of malnu- 
trition and exhaustion despite a long rest in a santorium to 
which he was taken in January Of the teacher of literature, 
the headmaster wrote: “He worked conscientiously until he 
realised that he could no longer walk. He asked me for a few 
days^ leave in the hope that his strength would come back to 
him. He stayed at home, preparing his lessons for the second 
term. He went on reading books. So he spent the day of 
January 8th. On January 9th he quietly passed away.’' 

What a human story there is behind these simple words! 
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THE BRISTLES OF THE HEDGEHOG 


N O fortress is impregnable; tbe only question is wbat 
price is one willing and able to pay? People in Lenin- 
grad have told me: "Of course, the Germans can, theoretically, 
take Leningrad. But it may cost them half a million men to 
break through our outer defences, and perhaps a million more 
before they get the whole town. And even then it s not certain. 
Even if they got as far as the Neva, they'd still have to cross 
the Neva and get to the Petrograd side and to the islands. 
Even Hitler would not be mad enough to try it, especially as 
he is bound to know that, sooner or later, lie'll have to pull 
out of here anyway— considering the way things are going 
further south— in the Smolensk and Nevel areas. He's suf- 
ficiently crazy as he is, to tie up all these troops of his between 
here and Riga, when he is so desperately in need of troops 
elsewhere. On the other hand, we also could break the Ger- 
man ring round Leningrad— it isn't reaUy a ring any longer, 
but let's caU it that for convenience— if we were prepared to 
pay a very heavy price. But there are more economical ways 
of relieving Leningrad. Leningrad wall not be relieved by a 
break-through right here, but by a break-through on the 
Volkov, Kalinin or central front, or by a combined break- 
through on all three. We know that, sooner or later, they’ll 
have to pull out, and we are ready to put up with the shelling 
—this completely senseless sheUing— because we know that 
this shelling kills incomparably fewer people than would an 
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attempt by our Leningrad troops to storm the so-called Ger- 
man ‘iron ring.' Besides, there is no longer to-day the same 
need for breaking through the blockade as there was before. 
The blockade is now far from complete; the German ‘iron 
ring’ has large gaps in it. First of all, there’s Lake Ladoga; 
and the ice road across it saved us from starvation during the 
terrible winter of 1941-2; then in die summer of 1942 we 
transported our supplies across the lake in barges and steam- 
ers under fighter cover. The only time when we were really 
almost completely cut off from the mai n land was during those 
four terrible months— October, November, December, Jan- 
uary, and the first part of February. Even then, the situa- 
tion looked slightly more promising after we had recaptured 
Tikhvin on December 12th. But while Tikhvin was in Ger- 
man hands— it had been in their hands for a month— we were 
completely cut off except for transport planes. . . .However, 
Lake Ladoga was not a very satisfactory supply route as you 
may imagine, especially in summer. Our break-through at 
Schlusselburg last February has made a very big difference. 
Through that Schlusselburg gap there now nms a railway 
which links up with the rest of the country. The link of thirty- 
five kilometres was built in twenty-two days— at Stahn’s ex- 
press orders. We now get everyt h i n g we really need.” 

The tremendous chain of Russian fortifications rormd Len- 
ingrad was something that had been built up in process of 
time— during the last two years. Even now they were con- 
tinuing to be perfected. In the past, at the beginning of the 
siege, the fortifications were much thinner. Now nothing was 
being left to chance. Even parts of Leningrad that seemed 
least likely to be attacked had been powerfully fortified now; 
the Krestovsky Island in the north, the Delta which might 
conceivably be attacked in winter, across the ice of the Gulf 
of Finland, had now been turned into a powerful bastion. AH 
the approaches to Leningrad from land or from the frozen 
sea had been made as impregnable as was humanly possible. 
But that wasn’t aU. The defence of Leningrad had developed 
in the last two years on the principle that the Germans might 
well attempt to storm the city, and that, if they were pre- 
pared to pay a sufficiently heavy price, they might capture. 
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say, tlie first line of defence, and perhaps even the second, 
and might even, if they were determined to progress at any 
price, break into the city itself. Therefore defence in depth 
had been organised on a scale probably unequalled any- 
where. On the southern part of Leningrad every house had, 
in effect, been turned into a fortress, with the principal 
machine-gun nests and anti-tank strongholds set up in the 
basements and ground floors of large buildings dominating 
crossroads and main thoroughfares. This network of httle for- 
tresses— cemented, sandbagged, and propped up with masses 
of steel girders and wooden walls nine, ten, twelve logs thick 
—extended wnth varying degrees of density across the whole 
of Leningrad. In the southern part of the city these powerful 
firing-points were to be found in almost every house, in other 
parts at every strategically vital street comer. Many of these 
firing-points in the basements and on the ground floors were 
so large and ^hasic” that they were visible to any passerby. 

But I gathered that, in the event of trouble, hundreds of 
other firing-points, invisible to the outsider and concealed at 
various levels of the houses, would come into action. Besides, 
in the southern part of the city, there were many barricades 
still, with anti-tank guns and machine-guns behind them, and 
several streets were lined with masses of anti-tank hedgehogs 
which, in case of necessity, could simply be put in a solid mass 
across the street. This stupendous work was done by the 
army, and even more by the civilians, and done in incredibly 
diffi cult conditions, with a shortage of certain building ma- 
terials, and with the people not in the best condition for hard 
physical labour. And outside Leningrad proper there was the 
front, with its numerous fines of spaced-out trenches, with 
minefields and masses of barbed wire in between. This front 
zone stretched in an irregular crescent from the German 
Uritsk-Strelna-Peterhof foothold on the Gulf of Finland to a 
point on the Neva west of Schlusselburg, to that Schlussel- 
burg-Ladoga corridor through which Leningrad's essential 
overland fifefine now ran. And further west, a similar but 
shorter Russian crescent of minefields and trenches and 
barbed wire was defending that Russian bridgehead on the 
south side of the Gulf of Finland opposite Kronstadt— the 
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Peterhof-Oranienbaum-Krasnaya Oorks bridgebead. Tbat 
day— it was after the visit to the Tambov Street school— I saw 
something at first hand of those Leningrad fortifications and 
of the soldiers manning them. We drove down to the Narva 
district, past the Narva gate and the damaged houses arotmd 
it, with the heavily sandbagged firing-points on their ground 
floors, but instead of driving south-west towards the PutiloT 
works, we took the road going due south towards Pus h ki n 
( the former Tsarskoye Selo ) . Some distance away on the right 
was the large black shape of the Putflov works. On either side 
of the road were large new workers’ dwellings, many of them 
badly shattered by shells. All the large spaces between the 
houses were being used as cabbage plots. We drove up to a 
large dug-out, scarcely noticeable at more than a few yards 
away so well was it camouflaged on all sides, except for the 
entrance at the back. Above the low, wooden door hung a 
poster of a ragged and distressed-looking child against the 
background of a burning village: “Papa, uhei nemfso- Daddy, 
Idll a German!” We were met by a sentry who took us into 
the “blockhouse.” Inside was a large gun, and the blockhouse, 
with steel girders and wooden walls twelve logs thick on the 
side facing the enemy, and almost as thick on its other sides, 
was a powerful piece of engineering. A lieutenant and two 
privates showed us the gun, and one of them observed that 
the blockhouse had actually received a direct hit not long 
ago, just above the embrasure— but the shell had hit the 
twelve logs and no harm had been done. Little short of a 
direct hit into the very muzzle of the gun itself could knock 
this firing-point out. 

We were then taken down some wooden steps into what 
turned out to be a light and remarkably spacious dug-ouL 
with a little window on the side facing Lmiingrad. There were 
bunks on either side of the dug-out, a table with books and 
magazines, and an emergency foodstore and first-aid outfit. 
Several other men were in the dug-out— some were lying on 
their bunks— and they rose to greet us. They were all strong 
and bright and cheerful-look^g lads, but very tough and 
hardened by the war. “Nearly aU of us,” said the lieutenant, 
“have been here since February 1942, the time when this 
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blockhouse was built— largely by ourselves.” All of them had 
the Leningrad medal, and three or four had other decora- 
tions; besides, aU wore the guards badge on the left side of 
their chest— they belonged to a crack artillery regiment. 
“Looks pretty cosy down here,” I remarked. “Yes,” said a 
bright young fellow, speaking wth a strong Ukrainian ac- 
cent, “it’s become like a second home to us.” He laughed. “It’s 
grand to feel heroes, but it would be nice to have a quiet life 
for a change. We’ve lived here for eighteen months now- 
more, nearly nineteen months!” There was another soldier 
there with a long cinrly moustache and laughing blue eyes, 
and also speaking with a Ukrainian accent. “It’s all right down 
here, but we’ve had our hot moments— plenty of them. When 
the Germans start shelling Leningrad we come into action at 
once, and try to shut them up. Of course they do their 
damnedest to shut us up too. We’ve probably got a record for 
accurate firing. Not long ago we were much bothered by a 
German battery four and a half kilometres away which kept 
pounding at us all the time. We called it ‘target 230.’ So we 
decided to have a real crack at it. And would you believe it— 
after three shells wit hin sixty-five seconds— we silenced the 
battery completely. It’s never shown any signs of life since! 
We’ve sometimes been shelled by eighteen German batteries 
all at once. You’ll have noticed how everything around is 
pretty well ploughed up.” “But,” I said, you ve still got those 
vegetable plots. Whose are they?” “Oh,” said one of the sol- 
diers, “each guncrew has its own vegetable garden. The Ger- 
mans sometimes make a terrible mess of it, but there’s some- 
thing always left, and we have a lot of our own home-^own 
vegetables to eat in addition to the usual army rations! 
Nearly all the men were Ukrainians, and the remaining two 
were Siberians. I commented on this. “We’re not from Lenin- 
grad,” one of them said, “and yet we are. Two years here have 
made this place mean more to us than any other. There’s little 
hope, anyway, of seeing the old folks again. They’ve been for 
over two years imder German occupation, in a place near 
Kiev, so what hope is there of ever seeing them again? We 
can take it out of the damned parasites here. It’s aU part of 
the same show anyway.” 



94 Leningead 

“How far away are we here from the front line?” I aslced. 
“This is really part of the front h'ne,” said the lieutenant. “You 
could get a little further along the Pushkin road, but there 
isn’t really much more to see; a lot of trenches and a couple 
of miles of minefields and barbed-wire entanglements. That 
is, strictly speaking, the front; here you are on the outer de- 
fences of Leningrad. This is one of the bristles of the Lenin- 
grad hedgehog,” he said, obviously enjoying the sir^e. “And 
a hedgehog has a lot of bristles, hasn’t it?” I said. “Indeed it 
has,” he said, and the soldiers nodded approvingly. “Thick 
with bristles,” he added. “Do you always stay here, or do you 
ever go to Leningrad?” I asked. The fellow with the blond 
moustache replied: “We don’t go much to Leningrad really. 
We only go when there’s motor transport available, and only 
a few of us at a time. But it’s much too dangerous to go to 
town in a tramcar,” he added quite seriously. I must have 
looked a bit startled, for he explained: “Well, you see, the 
way w’’e feel is this. Tramcars, as you know, are dangerous. 
Many have received direct hits and everybody inside was 
lolled. If any of us get killed right here— well, it’s normal, it’s 
part of the job. But to be killed while having a joyride in a 
tramcar— it would be too silly!” “You may think it funny,” 
said another soldier, “but it’s quite true. We don’t often go 
to Leningrad for that reason. We have a very good club right 
here— in the basement of one of the big blocks of flats. You 
can see it from this window. “Is anybody stfll Hving in the 
house?” I asked. “Yes, quite a munber of people. Not right 
up on the top floors, they’ve been badly smashed up and are 
not— well, not very quiet; but there are people living there, 
right up to the third floor. There’s an old man on the third 
floor who refuses to leave his bed at night, whatever happens. 
Only once is he known to have gone downstairs, one night 
when it was really quite exceptionally bad. He says that he is 
very hard of hearing, and that the sheUing doesn’t bother him 
much.” The soldiers laughed. “Yes, you’d find some queer 
characters roimd here,” one of them said, “especially among 
the old Putilov workers.” 

“And it’s not a healthy spot,” another soldier said, young 
and fair-haired. “It’s much easier for the parasites over there 
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really. They ve got their batteries hidden in forests and we 
are here right in the open. One day they fired no fewer than 
600 shells at us. They landed all round, but not one of us got 
as much as a scratch. Often we have to fire right in the midst 
of their shelling us. We ve got much better tiban we were in 
the winter of 1941. We hadn’t much experience then.” “When 
were you made into a guards regiment?” I asked. “In March 
1942.” “And how far are the Gherman guns?” “They vary a lot,” 
the heutenant said. “Their far-range batteries are as much as 
thirty or thirty-five kilometres away, and the airforce has to 
take care of them. The 152-mm. shells they fire at us from a 
distance of seventeen kilometres. But they use bigger stuff, 
too— 203- and 210- and even 240-inm. shells.” 

As always, the conversation sooner or later drifted back to 
the winter of 1941-2. “Those were fearful days,” one of the 
men remarked. “It was much worse for the workers and the 
civilians, though, than it was for us. Everything was done to 
keep the front going; but what it could, Ae front gave back 
to the civilians. Only there wasn’t much of a margin to spare. 
We had only 350 grammes a day— and it wasn’t even real 
bread, but a mixture. We got to toow many of the railway- 
men during those days, and the railwaymen have since put us 
under their chefstvo (patronage), and we often meet at our 
club and have discussions with them— and we send one an- 
other parcels— there’s a real comradeship we’ve established 
with the railwaymen.” Another soldier remarked that in win- 
ter they would all get a bit of a hohday. Each one would be 
sent for ten days to a rest-home somewhere outside Lenin- 
grad. “It isn’t very easy work really,” he said. “Nobody ever 
writes about us in the papers, and we are never mentioned 
in the communiques. People know much more about the 
snipers, for instance, than about us. But I think we are doing 
a steady, useful job — not very spectacular, but important all 
the same.” It seemed that these men of Leningrad s defences, 
of this essentially static front, felt a slight twinge of envy for 
the airmen and tankmen and gunners of the more mobile 
' fronts, where there was more room for personal enterprise 
and more opportunities for individual fame. ... At the 
same time there was, at least to me, something gratifying in 
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the thought that there were a great many “dull patches” like 
this between Murmansk and the Black Sea, or rather along 
the northern half of the front where it was, relatively speak- 
ing, “all quiet,” and where comparatively few Russians were 
being killed daily. As for the Germans-weU, there w'ere the 
Russian snipers wLo w'ere making the Germans lives mis- 
erable even on the “all-quiet” parts of the front. During the 
quietest month on the Leningrad front, snipers, I was told, 
had managed to kill 6,000 — that is 200 a day. 

“We must show you this,” said the lieutenant, as he opened 
a little store-room attached to the dug-out. Here were several 
barrels. “All home-made. Pickled cabbage from our^own 
vegetable plot around here, and salted cucumbers! It’ll 
come in useful in winter,” one of the men said. “Very welcome 
in winter,” he added, “we’ll also start going again pur 100 
grammes of vodka per day.” The lieutenant grinned. It gives 
one an appetite,” he said. 

We saw that day other bristles of the Leningrad hedgehog; 
but I remember particularly well that drive to the Krestovsl^ 
Island in the afternoon. It was a beautiful simny autumn day 
as we drove down the Kamennostrovsky to the “Islands” on 
the north side of Leningrad. As usual, the smart, rather 
nouveau-riche Kamermostrovsky (now called the Kirov Ave- 
nue ) most of whose houses were built in the first fifteen years 
of this century, had a half-deserted look, and there was Httle 
traflSc apart from the half-empty tramcars. Yet on this sunny 
day the great avenue looked cheerful, with the trees of the 
park round the fortress all golden in the sun, and the bright- 
blue tiles of the Mosque, half-way up the street, making a 
dazzling splash of southern colour in this essentially northern 
city. And it was good to feel that, in spite of everytidng, Len- 
ingrad had not changed so very much outwardly, and one 
could already visualise very clearly a sunny Simday mom- 
ing_a day just like this— not so very long after the war when 
thousands of young people would again be driving and walk- 
ing and cycling up to the “Kirov Islands” for the day. Ejxov 
— many things are “Kirov” in Leningrad to-day, the Kamermo- 
strovsky, and the Islands, and the Putilov works. This man 
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who had been hilled on December 1st, 1934, was not only 
Leningrad’s party boss; he was widely considered as the 
second man of the Soviet Union, Stalin’s right-hand man and 
eventual successor. Few leaders in Russia enjoyed the im- 
mense personal popularity that Kirov enjoyed. In many 
Leningrad homes, for years afterwards, and probably to this 
day, December 1st was observed as a day of mourning. The 
energetic, jolly, very human and approachable Kirov, who, 
moreover, represented in the eyes of so many people of Len- 
ingrad such a welcome reaction against pompous, vociferous 
Zinovievs who had irritated the city for so many years by 
their manners, appearance and ideas— became, after his death, 
almost a legend— more than a legend, a spirt that continued 
to dwell in Leningrad. In the dark days of the winter of 1941, 
Kirov walked through the black starving streets of Leningrad. 
“Do not lose heart; Kirov is with us!” Nicolai Tikhonov said 
so in his poem called “Kirov is with us”— a poem of faith, faith 
in miracles, perhaps the most inspired poem Leningrad pro- 
duced during the blockade— and the most popular. 

The Krestovsky Island, which juts further out into the sea 
than any other of the islands of Leningrad proper, is even 
now only half inhabited. It had at its eastern end a famous 
yachting club and tennis courts, but the rest was a marshy 
waste. Even before the war, apart from a few modem flats 
built on its eastern end, it was “waste land”— to be built over 
in time. It was one of the areas of the new Leningrad— of the 
Leningrad of the future. Now, only a half-completed road ran 
through the middle of the island from the east to that wide • 
half-circle of a promontory jutting far into the Gulf of Fin- 
land. We drove along this one mile of road, and the waste land 
on either side had been turned into cabbage and potato fields, 
intensively cultivated. Right on the promontory was now an 
enormous circular stmcture of cement. This was the giant 
stadium for 200,000 people which had been nearly completed 
when the war started. The marshy wastes on either side of the 
now muddy road leading to the stadium were to have become 
sports grounds, and gardens attached to little villas, in a few 
years’ time, if only tibere had been no war. The name of the 
stadium was naturally the Kirov Stadium. Though deprived 
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by the war of its proper function, it was, however, to play a 
part in the defence of Leningrad. The large concrete slabs 
with which it was built were used up there and then for for- 
tifications. I cannot describe in detail all that has been built 
on Krestovsky Island, but I can say that here, wdth the help of 
the stadium cement slabs and other building materials which 
had been accumulated before the stadium was completed, 
soldiers, assisted by many hundreds of Leningrad women, 
had built, in the last year, as perfect a network of powerful 
blockhouses as has yet been seen. The promontory jutting 
into the Gulf of Finland had become a powerful fortress dom- 
inating with its guns every approach to Leningrad from the 
sea. It is important because in winter the shallow and almost 
fresh-water sea freezes sometimes several thick feet thick, 
and there WDuId be little that could prevent the Germans from 
attempting to storm Leningrad from the west, across the ice, 
if these western approaches were not fortified as they now 
are. Here are powerful anti-tank guns peering out of block- 
houses of concrete and timber, here are anti-personnel mor- 
tars and machine-guns, and the men inside the blockhouses 
are protected against gas. The aU-round “circular” defence is 
complete, closely co-ordinated with all the other defences of 
Leningrad, and the Krestovsky promontory dominates every 
possible German approach across the ice— from south, north 
or west. All the necessary precautions are also taken against 
the possible danger of enemy landing barges. Colonel Smagly 
of the engineering service, red-faced, and with his tumed-up 
nose and a black “Italian tenor” chin, and accompanied by a 
handsome dashing young ofBcer called Vinogradov, took us 
roimd all this high elaborate chain of fortifications, with its 
gas-proof blockhouses and walls made of enormous slabs of 
cement from the stadium up above, which looked from here 
like a half-dismantled Colosseum. “Made by the hands of ova 
women,” he kept on saying, with a note of affection in his 
gruff, soldierly voice. 

But again, I confess, I was less interested in the technical 
details of these fortifications than in the actual scene. This 
was Russia’s window into Europe. It was a glorious sunny 
autumn day. A high mellow wind was blowing from the Baltic 
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bringing in the smell of the sea— a smell I had missed for 
nearly two years in Moscow. At the back of us, to the left, was 
Leningrad, with the brown dome of St. Isaac’s Cathedral and 
the tw^o spires— that of the Fortress and the Admiralty— and 
factory chimneys in the south and east dominating the city’s 
skyhnk In the foreground was a branch of the Neva, dark 
blue under a bright-blue sky, and with little white waves 
tossing about the small craft moored to the flat banks. 

Leningrad has the skyline of a great city, and there are not 
many cities that have a great skyline. Paris has it, and London, 
and Rome. But how many more cities in Europe? Moscow— 
scarcely, in spite of the &emlin; Berlin (“whose only raison 
d’Sfre is human slaughter,” Saltykov wrote nearly seventy 
years ago ) not at all. 

To the right, a little further inland than the tip of the Kres- 
tovsky, was the green and golden park of the Elagin Island, 
and in the sky above the cluster of trees a rainbow was faintly 
glittering. A thin line of fir and pine forests, coming right to 
the edge of the water, stretched to the north-west to the Lisi- 
No5s_the Fox’s Nose— promontory, some ten miles away, and 
beyond it, some thirty miles away, stretched the slender black 
line of the wooded Finnish coast. The sea, with little white 
waves, was a milk y blue and the horizon was lost in a mist. 
But out of the mist rose the tiny lilac shape of another dome 
which from here looked hke a tiny miniature of St. Isaac’s. 
It seemed to rise out of the water— far, far away. It seemed, 
indeed, slightly submerged. It was the cathedral of Kron- 
stadt, on its narrow strip of an island. And in the south one 
could see from another angle what we had already seen from 
the observation post in the Narva district, the large white 
houses of the typewriter factory at Uritsk, some five miles 
away from here, and the German coastline running as far as 
Peterhof, with &e ruins of the church high on the hill, and 
beyond it, the stretch of coast which was part of the Russian 
“bridgehead” of Oranienbaxun. It was strange, the peace and 
loveliness of this delicate seascape, so delicate in colouring 
and so majestic in outline. There was complete silence aroimd, 
except for the gusts of the west wind coming in from the sea 
and the chufong of a little brown tug which was towing a 
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large barge from one Island of the delta to another, throng 
waters dangerously exposed to the German guns. This, then, 
was the window into Europe, and for centuries Russians had 
fought and died to gain it, and then to preserve it. Again, 
lines from the Bronze Horseman ran through my head: 

On the low banks of these desolate waters. 

He st(K>d, filled with mighty thoughts. 

And looked into the distance. . . . 

It was the Peter of Pushkina's vision, planning to build his 
new capital on the sea. 

From here [he reflected] we shall threaten the Swede; 

Here shall be laid the foundations of a city. 

To foil our arrogant neighbour. 

Nature has chosen this spot for us. 

Here our axe still hacks our window into Europe, 
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ENDURANCE: THE KIROV WORKS 


W HEN I look back on those days in Leningrad there is 
one memory which stands out more clearly than any- 
thing else. I mean my afternoon at the Putilov (or Kirov) 
works. Here, even in September 1943, one had a glimpse of 
the Leningrad of the darkest and grimmest days. To the Puti- 
lov works the dark days were not a memory of the past; in a 
sense the people were continuing to live here through a pecul- 
iar kind of hell, and they continued to live this life volun- 
tarily, feeling that it was their duty to do so. That it was a 
fearful nervous strain to go on working in these munitions 
works, almost in the front line and under almost constant 
shellfire, nobody denied; perhaps at heart some would have 
liked to be moved to a quieter spot, but no one would admit 
it. To these people it had become a point of honour to hold 
on to the end. To be a Putilov worker, a Kirov worker, and 
to stick it to the end had become to these people like a title 
of nobility. The workers here were not soldiers. Sixty-nine 
per cent of the workers were women and girls—mostly young 
girls. They knew that this was as bad as the front; in a way 
it was worse, because you did not know the thrill of direct 
retaliation. To work right through the war on the Kirov works 
was, these people felt, something of which you would always 
be proud, whatever the sacrifices, whatever the risks, what- 
ever the possible or probable after-effects on your nerves and 
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health. How many of the Kirov workers of to-day ■will live to 
an old age? Probably very few. 

This devotion to the Kirov works had a quality of its own. 
A quahtv which was composed, not only of profound patriot- 
ism, both local and national, but also of a revolutionary fer- 
vour that was essentially working-class, and enthusiasm that 
was in the revolutionary tradition of the Petrograd of 1917. In 
many places in Russia to-day the war is, first and foremost, a 
national war, a war for national survival and national ■victory; 
at the Putilov works one had the feeling that, to the men and 
wnmen who w'orked there, this war was also a consciously 
revolutionary w’ar which was being fought to preserve at any 
price not only the Russian national heritage, but the heritage 
of the Revolution and all that Leningrad, “the City of Lenin, 
represented. Nazi Germany to these people was not merely 
the enemy of the Soviet Union, it was the enemy of the work- 
ing class, of the Russian working class, which was proud of 
its revolutionary conquests, and was now fighting to defend 
them. 

The story of the Kirov Di-vision— the di-vision composed of 
Kirov workers-which fought, together -with other Leningrad 
Workers’ Divisions, a grim rearguard action at a time when 
the enemy was advancing inexorably on Leningrad is essen- 
tially a workmg-class story, reminiscent of the early days of 
the Revolution and of Yudenich’s march on Petrograd in 1919. 
It is significant that time and again I heard people say in 
Leningrad: “Our Opolchenie— our Home Guard— and our 
Workers’ Di-visions played an absolutely decisive part in sav- 
ing the city in September 1941,” 

There is little doubt that, during the big German advance 
on Leningrad, after the disastrous battle of Kingisepp near 
the Estonian border, and the equally dangerous German ad- 
vance from the south-west on Luga and beyond, the Red 
Army, shattered, bled white and ill-equipped with tanks and 
planes compared with what the triumphant Germans had, 
would not have -withstood the final onslaught on Leningrad 
but for the decisive aid it received from Leningrad itself, 
from its people and its workers, at the most critical moment 
of all. And I now imderstood far better than I did at the time 
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the full significance of the famous Voroshilov-Zhdanov-Pop- 
kov appeal of August 21st declaring Leningrad to be in dan- 
ger. I understood now why there was a greater emphasis on 
tiie revolutionary greatness of Leningrad than on its national 
greatness. It was intended to rouse to a white heat of old 
revolutionary fervour the workers of the “City of Lenin”; 
the appeal to the workers was most important, because they 
were going to be the shock troops of Leningrad’s resistance. 
The rest of the people would follow— whether driven on pri- 
marily by a spirit of revolutionary self-sacrifice or by the spirit 
of a national lutte a outrance. 

When we drove up to the enormous black mass of build- 
ings alongside the Peterhof chaussee— these large black build- 
ings did not seem to have changed much externally since 
1917, and the newer parts of the plant were further oflF the 
road— the whole place looked deserted. Nobody was outside 
except a woman soldier with fixed bayonet, and in the road 
itself there was no traffic, except one astonishing sight. A 
dilapidated old droshld was driving two officers— to the front, 
a couple of miles down the road. . . . The two pedestrians 
I saw were a girl walking arm-in-arm below the factory walls 
with a Baltic Fleet sailor with tumed-up nose; the sailor was 
clearly a dashing flirt; he was squeezing the gurl’s hand and 
maldng her gig^e aU the time. The girl on sentry duty, after 
scrutinising our papers, let us in, and a handsome young 
woman secretary emerged from a small building and offered 
to conduct us to the director’s office. She had well-groomed 
fair hair and red finger-nails, and wore a smart tailor-made 
costume with a Persian lamb collar; her pretty face was dis- 
creetly rouged and Hpsticked, and there were large turquoise 
earrings in her ears. The gate through which we had passed 
was badly battered, and there were signs of serious damage 
all round. However, the director’s office was in a relatively 
safe place, on the north side of a sohd brick building. In Len- 
ingrad, as in the old days in Madrid, there are differences 
between safe and unsafe houses; one facing the front is ob- 
viously more dangerous than one with its back turned to it. 
Half a dozen walls and partitions constitute a certain measure 
of protection against an average shell. We were welcomed 
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by tbe director of the Kirov works, a relatively young man 
with a strong but careworn face. He w’as taU, wiiy, and must 
have been very handsome a few years before. He wore the 
usual plain khald tunic of the factory executive, and spoke 
rapidly and to the point in a deep bass voice. He was much 
the same tj'pe as Semyonov at the optical instruments factory 
whom we had seen on the previous day. There were many 
points in common between the stories the two men toMj 
especially their experiences during the famine were very sim- 
ilar: but the Kirov works held an altogether exceptional place 
in the history of wartime Leningrad, and what Comrade Pu- 
zyrev said to me is, in a way, a historical document, because 
it was the first detailed interview ever given to any corre- 
spondent by the head of the Kirov works. It was not easy to 
gain access to the Kirov works, and the Leningrad authori- 
ties certainly made a very great concession in granting my 
request to see these works and to meet Mr. Puzyrev. 

Puzyrev, like nearly every Russian, had an extremely good 
narrative gift and sense of human drama, and my condensed 
account of what he said does not fully render the real quali- 
ties of his conversation, which went on for over an hour. 

“Well,” he said, “you are certainly finding us working in 
unusual conditions. What we have here now isn’t really what 
is normally meant by the Kirov plant. The Putilov worfc have 
existed for 150 years, but now the greater part of the plant has 
been moved to the east. Before the war we had over 30,000 
workers; now we have only a fraction of these.” He gave me 
the exact figure, but I am not at liberty to quote it. “And sixty- 
nine per cent of the labour is now female. Hardly any women 
worked here before the war. Before the war we made tur- 
bines, tanks, guns; we made tractors, we supplied the greater 
part of the equipment for budding the Moscow-Volga Canal. 
We budt quantities of machinery for the navy. Already in the 
last war we made masses of guns and other military equip- 
ment. But the plant has since then been at least doubled, and 
before this war started we began to make tanks in a very big 
way and diesel engines for both tanks and planes. Practically 
ad this production of equipment proper has been moved to 
the east. Now we repair diesels and tanks, but our main pro- 
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duction is that of munitions, and of some of the smaller arms. 
As for guns, well, the truth is that the Red Army has so many 
guns to-day that it doesn’t require any from us now. This, 
however, was not the case eighteen months ago. 

“Those were difficult days,” he continued, “and things are 
much easier now. A few times a month we get a pretty stiff 
dose of shelling, but on the whole it isn’t as bad as it’s been in 
the past, and what is much more important, German aircraft 
do not bother us any longer. In spite of very difficult con- 
ditions— and you wiU see later the conditions we work in— we 
are managing to increase our production steadily and to sup- 
ply the Leningrad front with a very large proportion of its 
shells and mortar mines.” Again he quoted a figure of the 
output of shells on the Kirov works; without being stupen- 
dous, it was impressive, all things considered. , . . 

And then Puzyrev spoke of the early days of the war on 
the Kirov works. It was the story of that lutte a outrance of the 
people and workers of Leningrad. Lake one man they reacted 
to the German invasion, but 9ie highest pitch of self-sacrifice 
was reached as a result of the “Leningrad in danger” appeal 
made by Voroshilov, Zhdanov and Popkov on August 21sL 
“The workers of the Kirov plant,” Puzyrev said, “were in re- 
served occupations and hardly anybody was sujbect to mo- 
bilization. Yet no sooner had the Germans invaded us than 
everybody without exception volunteered for the front. We 
could have sent 25,000 people if we had wanted to; we let 
only 9,000 or 10,000 go. Already in Jime 1941 they formed 
themselves into what became the famous Kirov Division. 
They had done some training before the war, but you couldn’t 
consider them fully trained soldiers; but their drive, their guts, 
were tremendous. They wore the uniform of the Red Army, 
but actually they were something different— they were part 
of the Opolchenie, the Leningrad Home Guard, except that 
they were rather better trained than other Opolchenie units. 
Several such Workers’ Divisions were formed in Leningrad— 
ours, and those of the Moscow district, and those of the Viborg 
district, and, in practice, they turned out to be first-class crack 
divisions. Many tens of thousands of them went out from here 
to meet the Germans— to stop them at any price. Our Work- 
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ers’ Di\'isioris were fighting at Luga and Novgorod and Push- 
kino, and finally at Uritsk, where, after one of the grimmest 
rearguard actions in this war, our men finally managed to 
stop the Germans— just in the nick of time. And while this 
was going on, 400,000 women and boys and children went out 
to dig trenches and build fortifications, all the way from here 
to Luga, 100 miles away, and in doing so they also helped to 
delay the German advance on Leningrad. And when the Ger- 
mans, already wearied by all the unexpected resistance, 
reached the outskirts of Leningrad, they came up against 
these trenches and fortifications newly built by the hands of 
women and children. It was all a horrible business. The Ger- 
mans had superiority in the air; they butchered our women 
and children, but in spite of the bombing and machine-gun- 
ning our people never gave up. Yoimg girls went on digging 
with a frenzy you can hardly imagine. They went on digging 
even when the palms of their hands, unaccustomed to such 
work, were reduced to a bloody pulp.” 

Lutte d outrance—1 kept thinking of that phrase, and all 
that it meant. Here in Russia there was only an "unreason- 
able” Paris, an “unreasonable” Tours (perhaps it was no co- 
incidence that Tours was “unreasonable” again in 1940, even 
when everything seemed lost). There was no reasonable Ver- 
sailles anywhere in Russia, no conflict like the eternal conflict 
between Paris and Versaffles. If in 1792 Paris had not been 
complete master and Versailles had not been silenced, history 
might have taken a different turn. The spirit of Leningrad in 
1941 was like the spirit of Paris of 1792. It was much the same 
everywhere in Russia, but in Leningrad this spirit could be 
observed in its purest and most tangible form. The sans~ 
culotte was able to fight his great battle, unhampered and 
unpoisoned by Versailles or Vichy. Lutte d outronce— Lenin- 
grad did what, after th efaU pf France, Churchill said England 
would do tf she wer^i nvad^ ^ 

“The fight put up b)^ DurWorkers’ Divisions,” Puzyrev went 
on, “and by the people of Leningrad who went out to stop the 
Germans was absolutely decisive in the battle of Leningrad. 
It is no secret— a large proportion of the Workers’ Divisions 
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never came back. Their losses were very heavy. Many of the 
men are now in the regular army, while some we have man- 
aged to bring back, especially skilled workers who are inval- 
uable in industry.” When Puzyrev spoke of industry, one felt 
how deeply conscious he was of the great tradition of crafts- 
mansliip which had been built up in Leningrad for over a 
century. Leningrad had, indeed, the most highly skilled work- 
ers in the whole Soviet Union, and one felt that Pu 2 yrev 
regretted at heart that such fine industrial material should 
have had to be sacrificed on the battlefield. But clearly in 
1941, when it was touch-and-go— touch-and-go both outside 
Leningrad and outside Moscow,— such fine points as the most 
rational and productive use of a Russian man had to be put 
aside, at least for a short time. Yet the fact that some of the 
Putilov workers had been taken out of the army when the 
worst of the crisis was over was tj’pical of wartime Russia. 

“The formation of the Kirov Division wasn’t everything, 
though,” Puzyrev continued. Tt was essential to defend the 
plant itself— defend it against the possible break-through by 
German tanks (and heaven knows they were not far away, 
and in those days there weren’t all those miles of minefield 
and barbed wire that separate us from the Germans now), 
and against paratroops. The Germans were using paratroops 
in a very big way on this front in 1941, and often with serious 
results for us. So we had a large artillery unit composed of 
our own men, permanently stationed on the Kirov works, and 
also a tank brigade, and a complete anti-paratroop organisa- 
tion. AH three were on duty night and day.” 

Puzyrev then spoke of the autuirm and winter of 1941. "We 
were shelled for the first time on September 8th and on 
September 15th they started against the Kirov works a ter- 
rible, merciless artillery bombardment. For days and weeks 
we were shelled almost ceaselessly. Yes,” said Puzyrev, “that 
15th of September was one of our blackest days. The greater 
part of our second shift were living at Strelna, eight or nine 
miles down the Gulf. And that day the Germans broke 
through to Strelna and Uritsk, and a large number of our 
people were cut off.” “What happened to them?” “Quite a 
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number of them got away to Peterhof where they joined our 
troops, as for the rest — ” he shrugged his shoulders. “I hate 
to think what happened to them. 

“The shelling was so heavy during that month of Septem- 
ber, and the Germans were so near,” he continued, “that we 
decided to evacuate part of the plant to less threatened places 
in Leningrad— on the other side of the Neva— to the Petro- 
grad District, somewhere ofiF the Kamennostrovsky, and to 
the VasiM Island. For, mind you, in those days we had to be 
prepared for the worst. The loss of the southern half of Len- 
ingrad was not entirely out of the question. It is horrible to 
think of it, but at that time one had to consider the possi- 
bility of seeing the Germans in the Winter Palace, and of 
shelling them from the Fortress on the other side of the Neva. 
Nobody really believed that it would come to that. But people 
like us, in charge of munitions, had to prepare for any even- 
tuality. We also sent part of the equipment to the Viborg 
district. If the Germans had broken in, Leningrad would have 
been defended, house by house, and reduced to a shambles, 
as Stahngrad was.” 

And I remembered what somebody had told me on the 
previous day: when the Germans were approaching Lenin- 
grad they dropped leaflets on the city, saying Leningrad must 
follow the example of Paris and proclaim itself an open city. 
To the people of Leningrad the whole idea was entirely in- 
congruous. 

“In view of the very grave situation,” said Puzyrev, “it was 
decided in virtue of a government order of the middle of 
October to evacuate a large part of our equipment to the 
east. I was then the foremm of the tank department. At that 
time, however, it was found possible to evacuate only one 
complete workshop— 2,200 people and 525 machine tools and 
other production units. For by that time the black days had 
begun. In November and December we were busy packing 
the equipment which was going to be sent east. But actually 
nothing could be sent away ^ the spring. However, our 
most IdglLly skilled workers, who were badly needed in 
Siberia and the Urals, were evacuated by air, together with 
their families. They were flown to Tikhvin, but after the Ger- 



Endurance: The Kirov Works 109 

mans had taken Tikhvin we had to fly them to other airfields, 
and from there the people had to walk to the nearest railway 
station, walk through the snow, in the middle of a bitter win- 
ter, and often they had to walk dozens and dozens of kilome- 
tres. 

“The hulk of our equipment did not leave till the spring, or 
rather till the summer, by way of Lake Ladoga. But, aheady 
in the early winter of 1941 a lot of equipment from Kharkov, 
Kiev, and other places in the Ukraine, and also some from 
Moscow, had reached the Urals, and our skilled workers were 
badly needed to handle the stuff and to organise production. 
Chehabinsk, for instance, had never made tanks. It was essen- 
tial to start this tank production going in the shortest possible 
time. 

“We were then in the middle of that critical transition 
period when industry in the west had ceased to function, and 
had not yet started up in the east. What was so remarkable, 
when you look back on it, was the tempo, the speed with 
which Cheliabinsk, which had never done anything on these 
hnes before, proceeded to turn out tanks, diesel engines and 
high-precision instruments which only highly skilled workers 
could make. The people who left here in October were already 
working full speed in their new place, 2,000 kilometres away, 
by December! 

“It was one of the greatest organisational achievements of 
our Soviet Government,” Puzyrev said, “to have managed to 
carry all the necessary equipment and men to those invul- 
nerable places. And in what conditions it was done! Trains 
carrying the equipment were attacked from the air, and so 
were the transport planes which were taking the skilled Kirov 
and other workers and their families from Leningrad. Fortu- 
nately the percentage of transport planes shot down was not 
high. The flying had to be done mostly at night, in very diffi- 
cult conditions. The whole thing was tremendous really— I 
caU it a technical super-victory, our greatest organisational 
victory which was to pave the way for military victory. If it 
had not been achieved, Allied supplies could not have made 
much difference. We should have been pretty well sunk.” 

During the black days of the famine the Kirov works lived 
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througli much the same sombre experiences as the rest of Len- 
ingrad. “Those were terrible days,” said PuzjTev. “On De- 
cember 15th eveiy'thing came to a standstill. There was no 
fuel, no electric ciurent, no food, no tramcars, no water- 
nothing. Production in Leningrad practically ceased. We were 
to remain in this terrible condition until the 1st of April. It is 
true that food began to come in in February across the La- 
doga ice road. But we needed another month before we could 
start any regular land of output at the Kirov works. But even 
during the worst hungry period we did what we could. With 
small cadres we managed to do odd jobs. We repaired guns, 
and omr foundry was kept going, though only in a small way. 
It felt as if the mighty Putdov works had been turned into a 
village smithy. People were terribly cold and terribly hungry. 
It is no secret that a large number of our people died during 
those days. And it was chiefly our best people who died— 
highly skilled workers who had reached a certain age when 
the body can no longer resist such hardships. 

“It was at that time that I was made chief engineer of the 
Kirov works. Now, when I look back on it, I already find it 
hard to imagine or describe how people lived during those 
days. As I said before, there was no water and no electric 
current. All we had here was a small pump which was con- 
nected with the sea down there; that was all the water supply 
we had. Throughout that winter— from December to March 
—the whole of Leningrad used snow for putting out incen- 
diaries. There were very few big fires in Leningrad, the largest 
was that of the Gostiny Dvor. Here, on the ;^ov works, not 
a single workshop was destroyed by fire. 

“People were faint with hunger, and it was necessary to 
preserve their strength as much as possible. So we organised 
hostels so that they could live right here. We authorised others 
who lived at home to come only twice a week. The anti-para- 
troop and fire-fighting squads were on duty day and night. 
In December we had to caU a meeting and aimounce that 
a reduction of the bread ration from 400 grammes to 250 
for workers, and to 125 for employees and dependents— and 
very little else besides— had become necessary. They took it 
calinly, though to many it was like a death sentence. Nobody 
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raised objections. The motion approving the reduction was 
voted unanimously. If only as a protest they could have voted 
against. But nobody protested. They knew there was no other 
wav. 

“You know, the army on the Leningrad front asked the 
High Command to reduce its rations so that so drastic a reduc- 
tion should be avoided in the rations of Leningrad’s civilians. 
But the High Command decided that the soldiers were receiv- 
ing just a bare minimum for carrying on, and would not agree. 
The soldiers’ rations then were S50 grammes a day. 

“We tried to keep people going by making a sort of yeast 
soup. It cost only four kopeks, with a little soya added. It 
wasn’t much better, reaUy, than simply drinking hot water, 
but it gave people the illusion of having eaten’ something. 
In that 250 or 125 grammes of bread, forty or fifty per cent 
was substitute stufF anyway. I don’t want to exaggerate. I am 
an engineer, not a politician, but the courage, tibe guts our 
people showed in diose fearful days was truly amazing. A 
very large number of our people ied. So many died, and 
transport was so difficult, tiat we d^ided to have our own 
graveyard right here. We registered the deaths and buried the 
corpses. People were hxmgry. But there was not a single serious 
incident. When the bread vans arrived, there was not a single 
case of looting. Now and then there were some rows, but 
never anything serious. Frankly, I find it hard to this day to 
understand how people resisted the temptation of attacking 
bread vans or looting bakeries. But they didn’t. Never, not 
once. Sometimes people came to me to say good-bye. They 
wanted to come to say good-bye because they knew they were 
going to die almost at once. Later, already in the summer of 
1942, a lot of the people who had stayed on through the 
winter were sent east where they supplemented their com- 
rades from Kiev, Kharkov and other places.” 

“And now?” I said. 

“Now,” said Puzyrev, “we’ve got problems of a dififerent 
order. Difficult, but not as desperately difficult as those of the 
winter of 1941. 

“Many of our workshops have been badly damaged. No 
wonderl They’ve been plastering us for over two years. And 
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vet we are carrving on^ and as Tve already told yon, we are 
steadily increasing oiir output of munitions. But its a big 
problem aU tbe same, this shelling of the Eorov works. Here, 
in this small room, facing north, and wth thick walls and other 
buildings on all sides, one is relatively safe, but you |ust can t 
choose relatively safe places for everybody on an enormous 
plant Ike this, working, as it does, right under the Germans 
noses. A few times a month now we get a real plastering. And 
then there are also the occasional stray shells which come 
without warning. We have, however, greatly reduced the 
danger of fire—for the Germans also use a lot of incendiary 
shells. We had all the wooden buildings on the Kirov works 
pulled down. They came in very useful as fuel last year. 

“But how " I asked, "can you cairy on at all when shellfire 
is heav}^? Have you heavy casualties? And how do your peo- 
ple stand up to it?""' 

“Well,"' he said, "I suppose there is a sort of Kirov works 
patriotism. Except for one or two very sick people, I have 
never yet come across anyone here who wanted to quit, and 
get a quieter job elsewhere. What is also very characteristic 
Is this." He pulled out a drawer of his desk and brought out 
a pile of forty or fifty envelopes with postmarks. "These have 
come in the last two days only. They are all requests from our 
workers, now in the east, to be allowed to come back to Len- 
ingrad. They know how diflBcult conditions of work are, but 
at the same time they know that the transport problem of 
Leningrad has been settled, and that they wouldn't present 
a food problem. So they are begging us to let them return, 
alone, or with their families. But we can't agree to it. These 
skilled Kirov workers are doing highly valuable work out 
there; here we haven't much equipment, and the place is run 
as a sort of emergency war factory. Not unlike Kolpino, some 
ten miles away from here, in the south-east, where mumtions 
are turned out in underground foundries— right in the front 
line. 

“The way we keep the place going is by having decen- 
tralised it. The important thing is not to hold up production, 
not to lose too many machine tools and too many people if 
and when there is a direct hit. That's the principle on which 
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we work. We have divided up the work into small units, with 
only a coiner of each workshop, or quarter of a workshop 
taken up with people and machinery; and this section, as far 
as possible, protected against blast and splinters. But mis- 
fortunes— or rather a certain normal rate of casualties— will 
occur. In September to date, for instance— this is the 28th— 
we have had forty-three casualties (its been a fairly good 
month, I must say)— of these, thirteen were lolled, twenty- 
three wounded, and seven cases of shell-shock. 

“You also ask how they take it? Well, I don’t know whether 
you’ve ever been for any length of time under sheMre. But 
if anybody tells you it isn’t frightening, don’t you believe it 
He’s a har. There is no soldier and no civih^ who is not 
frightened. I am the director here, and I am frightened. But 
the real thing is not to show it. And I don’t. And everybody 
else here knows how to act and how to behave in a bombard- 
ment. But this frequent shelling nevertheless has an effect on 
people’s psychology. In our experience a direct hit has a very 
bad effect for twenty-four or forty-eight hours. In a work- 
shop that’s had a direct hit, production slumps heavily for 
twenty-four or forty-eight hours, or stops almost completely, 
especially if many people have been kffled or injiued. It’s a 
horrible sight, all the blood, and makes even some of our 
hardened workers quite ill for a day or two. But, in the long 
run, it doesn’t matter. Two days later, they are fuUy back at 
work again, and do their best to make up for the time lost by 
what’s called ‘the accident’ But we re^se aU the same that 
working here is a perpetual strain, and when we see that a 
man or a girl is going to pieces, we send him or her to a rest- 
home for a fortnight or a month.” I said I had seen the Ka- 
menny Island rest-homes. 

“Besides, when a shell lands close by everybody imme- 
diately takes shelter; it’s a rule. And it has saved a lot of lives. 
So it is only the first shell that’s really very dangerous— the 
dieU that comes without any warrdng. But more often than 
not the first shell hits nothing in particular, so one’s chances 
of surviving till the end are still fairly good! Yes,” he said, 
giving the pile of envelopes before him a friendly pat, “all our 
old workers, and the families of those who are here, would 
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give amthing to be able to come right back now; theyTl come 
back in time. Meantime we are carrying on. The people here 
are the nucleus who are going to prepare the Kirov w'orks for 
its complete restoration after the war.” 

He ended with this optimistic flourish, and then offered to 
take us round some of the workshops. “The Germans have 
been unusually quiet to-day,” he said, “you are very lucky.” 
Just then a single gun fired one round somewhere in the dis- 
tance, and a shell whined faintly overhead. “I spoke too soon,” 
said Puzyrev, and our colonel looked a httle agitated. How- 
ever, nothing more happened, and we were able to spend an- 
other homr or so on the Kirov works, almost undisturbed. 

We went out. The enormous plant was, I could now see, 
much more badly smashed up than its outside view from the 
street suggested. In a large open space, with badly shattered 
buildings around, stood an enormous blockhouse. In it were 
a number of machine-guns, and the roof was made of power- 
ful steel girders, and the cemented walls were twelve bricks 
thick. “Nothing but a direct hit from a large gun at close 
range can do anything to this,” said Puzyrev. “It was built 
during the worst days when we thought the Germans might 
break through to Leningrad. They wotdd have found the 
Kirov works a tough proposition. The whole place is dotted 
with firing-points like this one.” A number of guns were fired, 
quite close to us. “Thats all right— those are ours,” said 
Puzyrev. 

I cannot describe in detail aU that we saw that day at the 
Kirov works, with the Russian and German guns close by, 
fighting their sporadic duel, and the German lines, down there 
by the Uritsk Inlet, scarcely two miles away. The factory 
buildings, spreading over a wide area, were battered; some 
were almost completely destroyed; but many of the work- 
shops carried on behind their chipped and pockmarked brick 
walls and heavily sandbagged windows, ‘^his is the work- 
shop,” said Comrade Puzyrev, pointing to a half-dilapidated 
building, “where President Kalinin used to work iu his youth. 
He came here several times before the war, and our fellows 
would tell him: T3on’t worry, Mikhail Ivanovich, your lathe 
is still in good order.’ ” As we passed another large workshop. 
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Puz}’rev said; “This is the place where the K.V. tank was 
bom in 1939. It was first used in the Finnish war. Oh, it’s all 
a terrible pity,” he said, as he walked across a wide open space 
among several of the factory buildings. “There were lawns 
here, and flowerbeds, and a fountain, and it was such a joy to 
watch the great new K.V. tanks roll out of there. ...” In 
place of the flowerbeds there was now a wide expanse of 
rabble and large shellholes, many of which, judging from the 
fresh cement, had been filled up only quite recently. 

We went into several of the workshops. They were or- 
ganised just as Puzyrev had described them. Production was 
everywhere split up into small units. Lathes which were turn- 
ing out the same kinds of shells could be found in different 
parts of the plant. It was, as Pu 2 yrev had said, no use having 
too many machines and too many people knocked out aU at 
once. Nearly everywhere, in these dark noisy workshops 
smelling of machine oil, were the shells being turned out by 
girls, some in overalls, some in ordinary clotihes, and nearly 
Si wearing cloth slippers; mostly young girls with tired faces 
and a hard concentrated look in their eyes. I remembered 
Tamara, the little girl in the island rest-home, and what she 
had told me. These yoimg girls also had seen accidents and 
were working under great strain. Perhaps they were not 
always conscious of it, but it was there. It was dark and ter- 
ribly noisy in those vast, half-empty workshops of the Putilov 
plant where these girls and a few men, split up into small 
groups, each with its own set of lathes, were turning out the 
shells— it was dark because of the sandbagged windows and 
because electric current was being economised. In a passage 
just outside one of the workshops a middle-aged worker with 
a grey moustache was busy demonstrating a machine to two 
girls; these were newcomers. Out of the workshops aU the 
time fresh shells were being wheeled away in noisy little 
wagons. 

Then we went into one of the foundries. One end of this 
large foxmdry was quite dark, but behind a strong brick par- 
tition the other half was lit up by the flames inside the open 
furnaces, with their red-hot walls. Dark, eerie shadows of 
men, but again mostly of ymmg girls were moving about in 
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the red glow. The girls, with patched cotton stocldngs over 
their thin legs, were stooping under the weight of enormous 
clusters of red-hot steel Aey were clutching between a pair 
of tongs, and then you would see them — and as you saw it, 
you felt the desperate muscular concentration and the will- 
pow'er it involved — you would see them raise their slender, 
^ost childlike arms and hurl these red-hot clusters imder a 
giant steam hammer. Large red sparks of metal were flying 
and whizzing through the red semi-darkness, and the whole 
foundby shook with the deafening din and roar of machinery. 
We watched this scene for a while in silence, then Puz^^ey 
said, almost apologetically, through the din; This place isn t 
working quite right yet. I had a few shells in here the other 
day,” and pointing at a large hole in the floor now filled with 
sand and cement, “That’s where one of them landed.” “Any 
casualties?” “Yes, a few.” We walked through the foundry 
and watched more closely all that the girls were doing. As we 
were going out, I caught the glimpse of a woman’s face in 
the red glow of the flames. She had a long black scarf over her 
head and her shoulders, though she could not have been cold 
there. Her face was grimy. She looked an elderly woman— 
almost like an old gipsy hag. And from that grimy face shone 
two dark eyes. There was something tragic ia those eyes— 
there was a great weariness in them, and a touch of almost 
animal terror. How old was she? Fifty, forty, or maybe only 
twenty-five. Had I just imagined that look of terror in her 
eyes? Was it that grimy face of hers and the eerie shadows 
around leaping up and down in the glow of those red fires 
that had given me that idea? I had seen some of the other 
girls’ faces. They were normal enough. One, a young thing, 
even smiled. Normal— yes, except for a kind of inner intensity 
and concentration— as if they all had some bad memories they 
could not quite shake off. 

Curious, all the same, how in a corridor, outside this in- 
ferno, we saw a wall newspaper displayed on a notice-board. 
It made one realise how all this human drama was really only 
part of the life of these people. It was not all heroics, this life 
of theirs. Much of it was plain, straightforward work, regu- 
lated by much the same uffes as anywhere else in the Soviet 
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Union. The wall newspaper contained funny drawings, and 
annoimcements of club meetings and political lectures, and 
praise for the Stakhanovites and others who had exceeded 
their norm, while one worker received a severe teUing-off in 
these terms: “Shame! Shame that a highly skilled riveter like 
Comrade Gusev should have failed so miserably in the task 
which our comrades at the front were expecting him to fulfil 
without fail. We expect him to pull him self togefiier in future. 
—The Editorial Board.” 

How lovely the blue sky seemed, and the golden autumn 
leaves as w’e came out of the dark foundr}"! But suddenly a 
strange thing happened. Unmistakably there was a bomber 
overhead, which in a flash brought back to my mind old mem- 
ories of the London blitz. It was the same zooming sound of 
the dentist’s drill. I looked up, but the blue sky was all clear, 
and then glanced inquiringly at Puzyrev. He smiled— perhaps 
for the first time in two hours. “We’ve rung the bell— didn’t 
you hear it a few minutes ago? It’s a signal telling our people 
not to worry. There is no pl^e. But just beyond that building 
over there we are testing the diesel engines.” 

We now came to the main building of the Kirov works, a 
large brick structure heavily battered by shells and with large 
pieces of its broad fagade chipped off, and aU its windows 
sandbagged. “But don’t you think this is symbolic, all the 
same,” said Puzyrev, pointiog to the top of die fagade deco- 
rated with greatly enlarged reproductions, in colomred tiles, 
of the three great Orders of Merit the Kirov works had re- 
ceived from me government— the Order of the Red Banner 
and the two Lenin Orders. The Kirov works was trizhdy 
ordenonosny (thrice decorated). And here were the three 
enormous decorations on top of the battered building. And 
they were unscathed, though the whole wall around was 
badly chipped and blasted. As we went back to our car we 
noticed, Ifidden in a safe place between two large buildings, 
a couple of ambulances. 'We have them on duty day and 
night. One never knows. You’ve been very lucky. Actually, 
anything might have happened at any moment.” Before say- 
ing good-bye Puzyrev said: “Now there are a few things con- 
cerning the exact sort of things we make here, and some other 
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details, wMcL I don’t want you to write about. Ifs no good 

telling the s over there too much; for they re sure to see 

your papers sooner or later, or listen to your radio talks.” He 
enumerated a few points. “Is that understood?” he said. “Yes,” 
I said, “it’s understood. And good luck.” These people needed 
good luck. 



XIII 

AT THE WRITERS’ UNION 


I ENINGRAD has its own Kterature, its own writers, and 
J is a trifle snobbish about it. It is inclined to look down 
on Moscow, though heaven knows, some of the most famous 
Soviet writers of to-day, such as Sholokhov, Alexei Tolstoy 
and many others either haven't lived in Leningrad for years, 
or never had anything to do with Leningrad. I am on danger- 
ous ground here, and that for a number of reasons. I am far 
from convinced that in the last ten years Leningrad has pro- 
duced anything very superior to what Moscow or the rest of 
the country has produced, and I am not sure that Leningrad 
has remained anything like Russia's literary capital which it 
certainly was throughout the eighteenth and nineteenth cen- 
turies, and indeed, right up to the Revolution. I am not, how- 
ever, sufficiently acquainted with Leningrad's literature, least 
of all of the last two years, to express any considered opinion. 
This is not entirely my fault, because in the last two years it 
has been practically impossible to buy or otherwise obtain in 
Moscow the works of the Leningrad writers, with the ex- 
ception of what is published in the national press and, occa- 
sionally, in the magazines and in small pampHets. 

Naturally, everybody knows the articles of Nikolai Tikho- 
nov in which, month after month, he has reported to the na- 
tional press the daily Me of Leningrad since the war; every- 
body Imows his little books of verse, ranging from what might 
be called patriotic poster work to a deeply inspired poem like 
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"'Kirov is wiih ns."" Vera Inber has more recently acquired 
nation-wide popularity with her truly remarkable poem The 
Pulkovo Meridian, that grim tragic poem of the blockade, 
written in perfectly chiselled lines and a metre as light as the 
Bwonic octave. The outer lightness of this tragic poem, with 
such lighthearted similes as Siat of ^"a little coffin like a vioKn 
case"' in w^hich a Leningrad father takes his dead baby to the 
cemetery during the famine, not only places this poem in the 
Pushkin tradition, but reflects, probably more accurately than 
any louder poem, the ironic resignation with which so many 
men and women of Leningrad accepted the simple fact of 
death through hunger. 

But it was really only through the fortunate accident of 
personally knowing \^era Inber, that little grey-haired w^oman 
with her fine and sensitive character, that I had a chance of 
reading the Pulkovo Meridian in a daintily published little 
volume, printed in Leningrad. Otherwise I should probably 
have read only a few extracts of the poem published in Mos- 
cow magazines. Ten thousand copies of the little book were 
printed in Leningrad and were sold out in two days, after 
which the “black market” price of Inber s poem ranged be- 
tw^een 400 and 500 grammes of bread— or nearly a whole day’s 
ration. Yet thousands of copies changed hands that way. What 
poem anywhere outside Russia in recent years has sold 10,000 
copies in two days? There are many other Leningrad writers 
and poets who are widely known throughout the Soviet Union 
—but more from their articles than from their books, or from 
occasional poems published in the national press— Alexander 
Prokofiev, and Sayanov, and Likharev, and Vychnevsky, and 
that very fine poetess, Olga Bergholz, and Golubeva who 
wrote The Boy from Urzhum (the story of Kirov), and Ket- 
linskaya who is to-day waiting what promises to be one of 
the most important Leningrad novels. Of the older men, 
Lavrenev and Zoschenko, though no longer living in Lenin- 
grad, still consider themselves essentially Leningrad writers. 
And there are many others, for instance, Sergei Spassky, of 
whose existence I became aware only after hearing Yakhon- 
tov, I think , recite three of four of his poignant little Lenin- 
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grad poems at a concert in Moscow, and whicli, hard as I 
tried, I could never find an^-where in printed form. 

The truth is that Leningrad, which remained after the 
Revolution probably still the largest ( at least purely literary) 
publishing centre in Russia, went on publishing quite a num- 
ber of books even during the blockade. But paper and labour 
were limited, and what was printed was rapidly absorbed 
by Leningrad itself, and few of Leningrad’s wartime books 
reached the “mainland,” except in driblets. But one still has 
the impression— and that appears to be the feeling among 
all the Leningrad \^’riters of to-day— that the really big ht- 
erature of Leningrad and about Leningrad is still in the future 
and that, except for a few small books, hke the Inber and 
Tikhonov poems, and a few others, httle of permanent im- 
portance has yet been written, and that the great books based 
on the experience of wartime Leningrad wfil be written later, 
with a full sense of perspective, without wartime inhibitions, 
without material and psychological handicaps. For one thing, 
a very large part of the Leningrad writers’ energies to-day 
is devoted not to writing literature, in the full sense of the 
word, but to lecturing in the army and in factories, and to 
writing day-to-day matter for local and army newspapers, etc. 

The Leningrad Writers’ Union organised one evening a 
reception at which I was the guest of honour. It was a great 
event for me, and I was assured that it was also a great event 
for them. I believe it. Not because they considered me a fa- 
mous journalist or eminent author— I don’t think any of them 
had ever heard of me before— but because I was the first 
British correspondent, in fact the very first person from Eng- 
land since the war, to have turned up in Leningrad. The fact 
that I was also originally a “native” of Leningrad seemed to 
make me doubly welcome. 

From nmnerous remarks that were made dining the eve- 
ning I felt how deeply Leningrad stfil felt its closeness to 
Europe, how very much alive tlie ‘Western” traditions of ihe 
city still were— the traditions of Peter the Great and Pushkin— 
and what a large plac^ was held in these people’s outlook 
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by the sea. More even than in Moscow, perhaps much more 
than in Moscow, one was conscious, in talking to these Lenin- 
grad writers, of a real thirst for close future contacts with 
the West; they thought in terms of harbours and ships— ships 
that were carrying passengers to and fro, and goods, and 
boohs and music, and paintings and gramophone records. 
Perhaps I am imagining it, but I had a feeling that these 
Leningrad writers regarded the semi-isolation in which Lenin- 
grad had lived not only during the war, but also before the 
war, as a deep cause of a certain creative weakness from 
which the writers, and also the painters, were the first to 
suffer. 

Like most Russians to-day, many of them felt that a con- 
stant flow of ideas betw^een Russia and the West, a continu- 
ous contact with other countries, was important, both for 
the world and for Russia herself, and that, as history in the 
past had shown, Russia, with her genius for absorbing and 
transfiguring foreign cultural influences and ideas had flour- 
ished most and had herself contributed most to the general 
heritage of European civilisation when contacts were closest 
with the outer world. And Leningrad, wliich symbolised so 
well the transformation into something purely Russian of so 
much of European civilisation— Pushkin, for instance, was a 
typically Russian product of the French eighteenth century 
and, to a lesser extent, of the English Romantic Revival- 
felt perhaps more deeply than any other towm in Russia its 
debt to Europe. Russia, though in the seventeenth century 
as barbarous in its own way as, say, Turkey, Persia or Af ghan- 
istan, showed in much less than a century that its soil was 
essentially European, and that European civilisation could 
flourish on it more luxuriantly than even in most European 
countries. If at first, therefore, there was above all a desire 
to leam from Europe, there followed a desire to exchange 
with Europe. The stage after that would be to want to teach 
Europe. That by the way is where the Comintem went wrong, 
because it turned out to be an artificial product, with no deep 
roots in Russia itself and no suitable soil outside Russia. That, 
after this war, Russia wdll have mugh to teach the world, 
cannot be doubted; the very fact that Russia, despite terrible 
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handicaps, is now -winning the war, is enough to make the 
socially and politically curious ask: How did she do it? And 
many lessons -will be contained in the answer to that question. 
But in the cultural field in Russia to-day there is no “superi- 
ority complex” of any land (except possibly in music), but 
there is a profound desire among many writers not only to 
“exchange” ideas with Einrope, but also to leam. When I say 
Eiurope, I naturally also mean America; nowhere among 
■writers has Hemingway, for instance, aroused such interest 
as an artist and as a craftsman as among writers in the Soviet 
Union. 

And all these people to-day regret the relative cultural 
isolation in which Russia lived in recent years. 

I am not building up here a purely personal theory. During 
that evening at the Writers’ Union in Leningrad much was 
said precisely on these lines. What I say is also based on what 
I have been hearing for the last two years from people in 
Moscow. I think I am right in saying that Alexei Tolstoy’s 
ideas on the subject run on much ^ese lines. And Alexei 
Tolstoy is, among other things, a political force. 

Much was said during Aat evening at the Leningrad 
Writers’ Union, in their beautiful marble-pillared and marble- 
staired eighteenth-century mansion off the Liteiny Prospect 
—unfortunately I did not see the outside o-wing to the ab- 
solute blackout— but naturally, the main subject of conver- 
sation was still Leningrad and all its past and present experi- 
ences. I find it hard to record fuUy what was said, or to say 
exactly who said what. There were many people there; first 
we sat round a sort of conference table for about an hour, 
and then round a grand supper table— for a great deal more 
than an hour. A very large proportion of the talking was done 
by tliat tremendous figure. Captain Vishnevsky, in naval uni- 
form and with a dazzling display of decorations. For irre- 
pressible e.xuberance there was, I am sure, nobody like him 
for miles around. He had gone through thick and thin, lec- 
turing to the troops, and fighting in the na-vy and on land, 
and writing pamphlets and booklets for the Russians and 
propaganda leaflets for the Germans, and also -writing plays 
and a story or novel (as yet impublished) about the Baltic 
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Fleet in wartime. Almost equally exuberant was Sayanov, 
tiie poet and front reporter for the Leningrad and army press, 
young and jovial and with a superb blond moustache a la 
Budienntj. His main subject was the Russian Airforce since 
its pioneer davs. These did most of the talking about Lenin- 
grad, with a few additions from Alexander Prokofiev, Ketlins- 
kaya and others. Tikhonov and Inber were, unfortunately, 
not in Leningrad at the time; I had seen Inber in Moscow 
just a day or two before I left. Heaven only knows what they 
did not talk about; much of what they said covered fairly 
familiar ground, but Vishnevsky, in particular, produced 
much human detail and some new angles. I shall try to re- 
store a few notes I took down during the first part of the 
evening. 

There was a lot of talk about the levSe en masse and the 
luUe a, outrance that had saved Leningrad. 

“It s aU very well,” Vishnevsky exclaimed, “for the Germans 
now to say that the Leningrad line is much stronger than the 
Maginot line. At the beginning, when they were only ap- 
proaching Leningrad, there was nothing, not a damned thing. 
What made Leningrad impregnable was that a million people 
went on working day and night on trenches and fortifications. 
Our youth went into the army like one man. Our workers di- 
visions— and there were several of those— played quite a de- 
cisive part during those first stages of the battle for Lenin- 
grad. Bessonov, an old Obukhov worker of 67, and all his six 
sons went off to the front. The old man refused to be left be- 
hind. There was a tremendous exaltation among these people. 
Old veterans of the Putilov and Obukhov worfc went out to 
die. ... I remember those days in August and September 
1941, after the famous Voroshilov-Zhdanov-Popkov appeal. 
Last spring you could see some of tihose posters, gone grey 
with time, on some of the Leningrad houses. The Germans 
had thrown forty-five divisions against Leningrad. As they 
were approaching the city, they were setting fire to every- 
thing. There was a ring of fires round Leningrad— you could 
see them at night— it was the villages burning. But people 
here said, TVere not going to budge.' Nasty things happened. 
There were Fifth Columnists in Leningrad; they would fire 
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rockets at niglit to give guidance to the German guns and 
planes. Many Fifth Columnists had come in together with 
the refugees; some conscious, other unconscious— that is, stu- 
pid old peasants who were filling everybody up wth enemy 
rumours and enemy propaganda. In my street it was observed 
how somebody was firing rockets. Inquiries were made, and 
a bunch of enemy agents were caught.” 

‘"‘Yes,” said Ketlinskaya, "an old aunt of mine had some 
neighbours, and it was noticed how they kept their light on 
at night, despite the strictest blackout rules. It was found 
that iliere was a man there, of German origin, who was signal- 
ling to his pals.” 

Somebody else said that the most critical day of all was 
the 14th of September. "That day our various high school 
students held together with the Komsomol an enormous meet- 
ing, as a result of which every single young man still in town 
volunteered for immediate service. Hundreds of thousands 
of young people volunteered that day and in the next day 
or two. 

"Only one thousand did not volimteer. We said, "We want 
no cowards here.^ And we— said good-bye to them.” 

That was Vishnevsky speaking, and he said the last phrase 
in a very ominous tone. The dazzling captain now held the 
floor again. 

""The people of Leningrad knew among other things,” he 
said, "that they were fighting for their own skins. General 
Malwerstedt of the S.S. Polizei Division made it perfectly 
plain that the S.S. were going to undertake a gigantic purge 
of the city, that 400,000 people at least would be bumped off 
or tortured to death right away. He said that the Revolution 
was a "^concrete thing’ and that unless you killed all the people 
in any way typical of the Revolution, you did not stamp it 
out at all. It is a principle which, I sometimes wonder, we 
shouldn’t be well advised to apply to Germany in stamping 
out Hitlerism. ... I am glad to say that Malwerstedt was 
subsequently bumped off by the partisans. . . . 

"We weren’t going to be taken in by any nonsense. They 
started by dropping leaflets calling upon us to declare Lenin- 
grad an open city. Our people laughed at the idea. It wasn t 
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cheerful laughter, I can tell you, hut they laughed. They said, 
‘Nothing doing.’ All the time the Germans tried to frighten 
us out of our wits. They announced that Field-Marshal von 
Kuechler, who had smashed Warsaw to smithereens, would 
do the same to Leningrad. Hitler had already announced on 
July 16th: Teh halje-aheJdo^tehheiten kallchJi^ arid had 
announced the imminent fall of Leningrad. Then on Novem- 
ber 5th, when the town was already cut ofiE, they dropped 
leaflets, saving, ‘We shall do the bombing on the 6th, and 
you will do the burying on the 7th.’ ” 

“How the Germms love sadistic jokes!” I remarked, “espe- 
cially against people who are down or who they think are 
down.” 

“Yes,” said Vishnevsky, “they were going to make it hot 
for us on the twenty-fourth anniversary of the Revolution. 
On the night of the 6th they dropped 65,000 bombs on Lenin- 
grad— mostly incendiaries, but very few started any fires. 
Our fire-fighting had already been perfectly organised. Then 
on the 8th Hitler announced that he would starve us into 
STurender: *That town wiU raise its arms of its own accord. 
The divine Fxihrer really didn’t understand the first thing 
about onr people. He is really a lout like the rest of his lousy 
soldiery. The German prisoners we get here— they don’t un- 
derstand anything either. . . . 

‘T’hose were the days when our soldiers had entrenched 
themselves and a German break-through aheady seemed 
improbable. They fought like devils. So did the Naval Infan- 
try. What superb fellows they were! Everybody in the navy 
fought who could carry a r^e— the bakers fought and the 
cooks fought. The Baltic Fleet played its great part, tens of 
thousands went into the Naval Infantry, and the Fleet Air 
Arm was in charge-fhat was a little later— of protecting the 
Ladoga ice road. These sailors fought like devils. In one very 
hot engagement, south of Lake Ladoga, one of our sailors 
had his foot blown off by a German shell; he stuck the bleed- 
ing stump into a large shell-case and carried on till he lost 
consciousness through loss of blood— which was pouring over 
the sides of the shell-case. There was a sacred frenzy in these 
men which frightened and bevrildered the Germans. . . . 
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Tten, at one of tibe blackest moments, we learned that the 
Finns had broken into Beloostrov. We had hardly any men 
to spare. There were no rifles except training rifles. But I 
shall always remember that grey winter dawn at the Finnish 
station when 7(X) men, poorty armed but determined to get 
Beloostrov back, went north. They got it back, and the Firms 
have never tried to shoot their necks out again.” 

Vishnevsky and others then talked about the famine. Much 
of what was said I had already heard, but there were a few 
fresh points. 

“The Leningrad Public Library was of great help to us in 
the blockade. People went there at first— actually before the 
blockade began— and studied every conceivable book on 6ie 
sieges of towns. Then during the blockade there were no 
matches in Leningrad; scientists and others went to the Public 
Library and looked up books, 100 and 150 years old, books 
in French and Enghsh and German— on all the primitive 
methods of making matches. There is an old man there, Bych- 
kov by name, one of the curators of the hbrary. He recently 
celebrated his eighty-fifth birthday. He refused to be evac- 
uated. He said, ‘Leningrad won’t be taken— to heU with youl’ 
And he refused to go. He was so weak, though, for a while 
he couldn’t walk at aH. 

“At that time we didn’t know yet about the Ladoga ice 
road and the prospect really was very grim. But we cheered 
up enormously after the Battle of Moscow. We were all very 
hungry. To walk up to the third floor was agony. You’d stop 
a dozen tunes before getting there. But people didn’t com- 
plain. They never looted bakeries. Many thousands died 
quietly every week. The Komsomol did all it could to keep 
people’s morale up. They would drop in on people who were 
obviously going to pieces and say, ‘Look here, old man, it 
wouldn’t be a bad thing if you had a wash and a shave.’ 

“I myself said at a meeting,” said Vishnevsky, “that women 
should use rouge and hpstick, it would make them feel better.” 

‘The Komsomol and the Pioneers,” somebody said, “did a 
lot to help the civilian population to puU through. They’d go 
to the houses of older people and would help them to change 
their ration cards which wfre about to expire. An enormous 
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number of letters kept coming to Leningrad, especially from 
om: own Leningrad front. The children did the work of post- 
men. They whistled outside houses till the people came down 
to fetch the letters addressed to them. With food rations what 
they were, you naturally couldn t ejcpect the children to run 
up and down hundreds of stairs. 

“There was a terrible fuel shortage, of course. One of the 
most extraordinary stunts of the blockade days was this one. 
There is a place in the Port of Leningrad where for half a 
century or more the coal ships from Cardiff used to be xm- 
loaded. As you know, when coal is unloaded there is always a 
certain amoimt of waste-the stuff drops into the water. Well, 
large holes were cut in the ice, and divers went down and 
worked for many days in the icy waters; and they brought to 
the surface 4,000 or 5,000 tons of coal! Those were the sort of 
expedients to which we were reduced. 

“There continued to exist the closest contact between Len- 
ingrad and the front— that front which was so near and whose 
guns could be heard throughout the dark, hungry winter 
nights. Women in Leningrad continued to knit cornforts for 
the troops, and people kept sending them all sorts of little 
presents. 

“There was a soldier, a Sergeant Chistov, who wrote a 
letter to one of the Leningrad papers, saying that he never 
received any letters from anyone; and he added, T am lonely; 
my heart isn’t armoured.’ Within a week he received 692 
letters from people in Leningrad. 

“An enormous interest was shown here in the sniper move- 
ment. It was really here on the Leningrad front that it started. 
The real pioneer of the sniper movement was a Komsomol lad 
from the Viborg district, now Hero of the Soviet Union Smol- 
yachkov. There’s another one, Semenchuk, aged nineteen. 
He has a sniper’s rifle personally inscribed by Zhdanov. He 
has killed 209 Germans.® And it was also here, on the 
Leningrad front, that the technique of ramming enemy planes 
was developed. 

“Fearful things were happening all the time. There were 
dead bodies all over the place. Cats and dogs had disappeared 
completely. I knew an elderly artist who strangled his cat and 
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ate it. Even last summer I remember taking some small chil- 
dren out to the country’, and a little girl began to scream in 
terror: ‘There’s a German. There’s a German!’ What she saw 
was a pig. She had never seen a pig before, except on war 
posters. A lot of our children have never seen even a cat or 
a dog. 

“One of the greatest examples of how Leningrad fought 
for its life was when in the spring 300,000 or 400,000 people 
came out into the street with shovels— people who were 
scarcely standing on their feet, so weak and hungry were they 
—and proceeded to clean up the town. AH winter the drains 
and sewers had been out of action; there was a great danger 
of epidemics spreading with the coming of the warm weather. 
And in a few days these 300,000 or 400,000 weak, hungry 
people— many of them were very old people who had never 
handled a shovel in their lives— had shovelled away and 
dmnped into the river and the canals all those mountains of 
snow and filth which, had they remained there, would have 
poisoned Leningrad. And it was a joy to see the city streets 
a few days later all clean and tidy. It had a great moral effect.” 

Mr. EHasberg, the conductor of the Leningrad Radio Or- 
chestra, was also there, a middle-aged man with a long thin 
Jewish face, who talked about the various experiences of his 
orchestra. This orchestra was the only one left behind in 
Leningrad dxiring the blockade; it was split into first-aid, 
A.R.P. and air-raid shelter “groups.” “I’ve got a great viola 
player, Yesenyavsky; I always remember the wonderful way 
he plays the viola solo in Berlioz’s Childe Harold in Italy. 
That man— I have never seen him happier than on the 13th of 
September; that was the day we had eleven air raid warnings, 
it was really one continuous raid. But Yesenyavsky was a 
happy man that day. He had put out his first incendiary 
bomb. ... I also remember another memorable day— the 
28th of October, when things were looking very black indeed. 
We had seven air raids that day. In the morning we had a 
rehearsal of Tchaikovsky’s Fifth, which we were going to 
play that night; it was going to be relayed to London. During 
that rehearsal four bombs dropped right outside the Radio 
Headquarters. Several people were wounded, among them 
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two o£ my musicians. One was wounded in the head, the other 
in the leg. But they both arrived at the rehearsal, and later 
at the concert, bandaged up, and they played. I remember 
how another warning went just as w'e had started on the third 
movement, the Waltz; and then, when we were in the middle 
of the Finale, the whole building shook with a bomb that had 
landed just outside.” 

I remarked that Broadcasting House had had very simil ar 
experiences in London during the blitz, and worse. 

“Well, yes,” said Eliasberg, “that side of it must have been 
much the same; but what happened to us later can't have 
had any parallel in London. For in November t hin gs became 
more and more difficult. We were constantly going to the 
front under shellfire, to do what we could for the troops. Many 
of our people were becoming very weak. In December and 
January many of them died of exhaustion and undemounsh- 
ment. For seven long weeks the Orchestra was out of action. 
Then the party and the Leningrad front came to our rescue. 
The front gave us eighteen people for om: Orchestra— eighteen 
people whom it was essential for us to have. Thanks to this 
we were able, on May 7th, to play for the first time in Lenin- 
grad Shostakovich’s Seventh Symphony. It had been per- 
formed only in Zyubyshev before then. Now we have severity- 
five people in the Orchestra, and we play twenty-two or 
twenty-three times a month. Life has almost returned to nor- 
mal for us, after the great ordeal we have lived through. But 
there is one thing I shall always remember. During those 
black days our musicians developed a new quality in their 
playing; they felt it more deeply, they gave more thought to 
it. Altogether, people in Leningrad are thinking a lot these 
days, and reading a lot, most of all our classics— Tolstoy and 
Dostoievsky, not least his Writers Diary, in which so much 
thought is given— whether he is right or wrong is another 
matter— to Russia’s destiny and her place in the world.” 

“And people themselves keep diaries,” somebody else said, 
“a lot of diaries, with many astonishing details; a lot of this 
will be the basis for the literature Leningrad will produce 
after the war.” 

Serov, the painter, much of whose work I had seen at the 
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Leningrad art exhibition in Moscow, was also there. The im- 
pression I had formed of that exhibition was that, on the 
whole, Leningrad had mamtamed a rather higher standard of 
craftsmanship than most of the Russian paintmg produced 
to-day. The Leningrad artists had, dining the blockade— and 
one realises in what fearful conditions they were working- 
concentrated on small canvases, on small charcoal drawings 
and etchings. Much of the work was little more than of docu- 
mentary interest; but there were many poignant little paint- 
ing of the desolate Leningrad streets buried under the snow- 
drifts, and drawings, notably by Dormidontov, of a bread 
queue during the worst days of the blockade; some of these 
drawings, apart from their documentary value, had also a 
deep emotional content, and unquestionable qualities of com- 
position. But actually, I think, the greatest value of the exhibi- 
tion was to be found in the portraits, not least in Serov’s own 
portraits. These were the faces of Russian soldiers of the Lenin- 
grad front, of partisans, of airmen— faces of men, famous or 
nameless, aU of whom were profoimdly typical of the great 
and terrible years of 1941 and 1942. 

It occurred to me then that there was a curious parallel 
between the art of this Russian war and French art during the 
Revolution and the Napoleonic wars. The vast canvases of 
David and the rest were no doubt of greater artistic merit than 
some of the giant monstrosities one had seen at exhibitions in 
the Tretyakov Gallery in Moscow: “The Rout of the Germans 
outside Moscow,” “Sebastopol,” and the rest of all those 
monumental battle-scenes, diose glorified images (T Epinal, 
wdth their static tanks spitting tassels of fire— but they were 
not half as t 3 q)ical of the Revolution or Napoleonic period as 
the portraits by the same David, Gerard, Gros, Gericault and 
so many others. In the same way, the epoch of this war in 
Russia— and what an epoch it is— is best of all reflected in the 
portraits painted by the Russian artists of to-day. The human 
material at the artist’s disposal is so supremely good that, 
even with the ordinary academic canons to which Russian 
artists generally adhere to-day (for lack of encouragement 
to follow less academic and more experimental oj even plainly 
modem lines) the result is bound to be good. But Serov was 
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not inclined to discuss paintiiig in theoretical terms; soine- 
how the ^*artistic"^ side of art was something for which he had 
little interest in tlie present circumstances; he agreed with 
me^ though, about tlie historic importance of the portraits 
painted in Russia to-day, and said that Leningrad would 
probably have its portrait gallery of the men who had taken 
part in the great battle and the blockade. He preferred in- 
stead to dwell on the active role played by the artists of Lenin- 
grad in this war. Many artists died of hunger, many others 
were Mlled in the bombings and bombardments; all, except 
the old men, had volunteered for the army, and the authorities 
had to make an effort to keep some of them back. Many of 
those who had gone into the army were dead now. "'We Len- 
ingrad artists,"’ said Serov, "were busy preparing a large ex- 
hibition for the twenty-fiMi anniversary of the October Rev- 
olution when the war came and upset all our plans. Those of 
us who did not go to the front devoted ourselves almost 
entirely to poster and propaganda work. Like the Moscow art- 
ists, many of us joined the Tass poster organisation—the Len- 
ingrad "Tass windows" are altogether distinct from the Mos- 
cow "Tass windows’—and to nearly all of us ordinary painting 
really became very much a sideline. But whether we do poster 
work or simply paint, we painters have come much closer to 
the ordinary masses of the people. We continuously go to the 
front, we even live among the partisans, in the enemy rear. 
Like cinema operators, some of us have been killed. We have 
much interesting correspondence with soldiers and partisans. 
There is one yoxmg sniper who recently distinguished himself. 
One of our people painted a very good portrait of him. Havmg 
seen the picture, the sniper wrote a few days later: You ve 
made my picture. I killed to-day a German for you.'' Another 
soldier who had his portrait painted said to the artist: You 
mustn’t show my picture to anybody just now, because I am 
going into the enemy rear." Then a few weeks later he wrote: 
"iVe come from the enemy rear; iVe done this and that. You 
can show my picture now." 

""Yes,"" said Serov, ""their portraits are certainly worth doing. 
Take almost any of our Leningrad soldiers. Usually quite an 
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ordinan' face, and nothing in the least heroic about the shape 
of his nose— hut— have a look at him, and he s a lion!” 

There was much other talk, but I forget all the details. 
Somebody again mentioned the German leaflets that were 
now being dropped over the Russian lines. “They must cer- 
tainly be hard up for cheerful thoughts. . . . The other day 
our soldiers laughed when the Germans thought they would 
overwhelm them with the terrific news that Mussolini had 
been captmred by the S.S. ‘Serves him bloody well right,’ they 
said. Better still, the Germans have now been frightening 
our soldiers with, if you please, the counter-revolutionary ac- 
tivities of the Soviet Government. In connection with the 
election of the Patriarch in Moscow they announce in their 
leaflets to our soldiers: ‘After the war you will again be ruled 
by the priests!’ ” 

We adjourned to the beautiful dining-room with its white- 
and-golden upholstery— only the paintings had been removed 
to safety from the otherwise exquisitely-furnished bmlding 
(I didn’t ask whose mansion it was before the Revolution)— 
and here we had a typically Russian party, with lots of food, 
and vodka and wine. There were first the usual toasts to 
Anglo-Russian friendship, to speedy victory, to Stalin, to 
Chtuchill, to Leningrad, to the Red Army, then, half-way 
through the supper, Mr. Eliasberg drank a heartfelt toast to 
Sir Henry Wood; somebody else to a highly elaborate death 
of Hitlerl Then I stood up and quoted words of wisdom from 
Mr. Eden’s latest speech on Anglo-Soviet relations, and every- 
body drank to Mr. Eden; somebody then said that the Finns 
had such cold feet that for two months now they had stopped 
their Russian broadcasts; so we drank to the perdition of the 
Finns! From across the table Sayanov, with tiie blond Budi- 
enny moustache, proceeded to prove that Keats was a much 
greater poet than Byron, and it was unfortunate that most 
people in Russia were unaware of it; so we drank to the mem- 
ory of Keats. It was altogether a very joUy party. 

Then somebody— it must have been Vishnevsky— told funny 
stories; for instance, one about a soldier who boasted about all 
the things he would do to the German women when he got to 
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Berlin; te was charged with the use of obscene language, but 
the colonel intervened and said the soldier had proved him- 
self a true patriot, and one with a solid faith in victory and in 
the stupendous might of the Red Army. The two or three 
ladies at the table pretended not to listen. Altogether, I 
noticed that they drank very little and looked on tolerantly 
at the rest of the company, though perhaps with a slight touch 
of disapproval. Heaven knows what else we talked about— 
Priestley and Hemingway, I think, and Kipling, who for nearly 
three generations now has been a Leningrad favourite, and 
the Second Front, and the German wor&ig-class’s share of 
responsibility for what had happened, and the London blitz, 
and the British Navy, and how nice it would be after the war 
to sail from Leningrad straight to London, and about Mr. 
Bunting, the one English wartime novel everybody had read. 
The whole party was, to everybody, a deliberate escape, and 
they were glad to have a complete change for a few hours. 

The party broke up a good couple of hours after curfew. I 
was in the hands of the military, and om: car drove us to the 
Astoria through the blackout without incident. How the civil- 
ians at the party got to their respective homes I don’t know. 



XIV 

ALL-DAY SHELLING 


I WOKE up the next morning with a doubly unpleasant 
sensation. I had a hangover, and Leningrad was being 
hea\dly shelled. I had been wakened by this loud thumping 
noise of shells exploding some distance away. And all that day 
the thumping went on, non-stop, with often as many as three 
or four thumps to a minute. The area most heavily shelled 
was about two miles away, somewhere round the Narva dis- 
trict and the Obvodny Canal. I kept thinking of the Putilov 
workers and of the children and staff of the Tambov Street 
school. When I suggested we go down to the shelled areas. 
Colonel Studyonov merely said: ^Why look for trouble, when 
for all you Imow, the trouble may come to you anyway?” 
Which, I suppose, was reasonable enough. 

Altogether it was a disappointing day— I mean the first half 
of it. Our programme was the sort of programme that would 
have been dished out in the normal course to the visiting 
ambassador of a friendly power, or to a delegation of the 
T.U.C. We spent a couple of hours in a military hospital on 
the other side of the river, and another hour in a large air- 
raid shelter in the basement of a seven-storey block of flats 
in the centre of the town (there wasn^t a soul there, except 
the woman in charge of it— even though the shelling outside 
was pretty heavy) and another half-hour in a training centre 
for civil defense instructors and instructors in elementary 
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military training. In all three everything was thoroughly or- 
ganised and the people in charge were thoroughly competent, 
and that’s about all there is to say about it. 

The chief surgeon of the military hospital took us round 
the delousing rooms, and the operating rooms, and the X-ray 
rooms, and the blood-transfusion place— in fact all the things 
oije was quite prepared to take for granted; they were, to the 
layman, exactly the same as in any good militaty hospital in 
Moscow. He said the hospital had been getting a certain 
amount of British and American equipment and other sup- 
phes and that there was no shortage of anything, except X-ray 
plates. There were also a physiotherapy department and a 
mud-bath installation. The hospital had had eight direct hits 
from shells, but the building was sohd and the damage slight 
and nobody had been killed. There were strong air-raid 
shelters and all the wounded could be taken down there in a 
very short time. Only a few things in the hospital were pecu- 
liar to Leningrad. With the front so close it was adapted to 
receive far more wounded in case of emergency than it nor- 
mally held— three or four times as many. Further, it had its 
emergency power station, and its emergency water supply, 
straight from the nearby Neva. The hospital also had its own 
vegetable gardens— twelve hectares of them, and in a pine- 
wood outside Leningrad a convalescent home. It seems that 
during the blockade this hospital carried on almost normally; 
it had enough coal for its central heating, and received abso- 
lute priority in everything. Now everything, to use the old 
cliche, was spotlessly clean— the long whitewashed corridors, 
and the wards overlooking the Neva— most of the windows 
were intact— and the white overalls of the doctors and 
surgeons. 

Most of the wounded here were officers with arm and leg 
wounds requiring lengthy surgical treatment, and the hospital 
specialised in the “restoration” of hands. Nearly all the 
wounded with whom I talked had been wounded in the big 
Mga battle in the early summer; nearly all of these had had 
their legs damaged or blown off by anti-personnel mines. The 
proportion of Russian casualties resulting from mines during 
offensive operations was clearly very considerable and prob- 
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ably even greater in the large sweeping offensives in the south 
than in the more restricted and more concentrated operations 
around Leningrad. One or tw^o of the men I saw had been in 
hospital for a long time, since the famous Schlusselburg rap- 
ture of the Leningrad blockade in February 1943. The losses 
were very heavy tihen, but the result had more than justified 
the losses suffered in that bold storming of the German posi- 
tions across the ice of the Neva. 

One of the casualties in that operation was a young officer 
from Odessa, with a dark, sad face; he said he had always dis- 
liked unlucky thirteen; he had never had a scratch; but in the 
thirteenth attack in which he had taken part he had lost his 
right leg. He said he had come to love Leningrad more than 
any place in the world; he had fought here for two years, and 
he hoped to stay here after the war; he had only an old mother 
in Odessa, and he had little hope of her having survived the 
German occupation. But there was another Odessa lad, a fair 
and blue-eyed Ukrainian, and as typically Odessa as you make 
them, in the same ward, speaking that superbly picturesque 
Odessa jargon which is not only a linguistic but even more so a 
psychological blend of Russian, Ukrainian, Yiddish, Armenian 
and possibly Greek. Odessa is Russia’s Marseilles, and for the 
picturesque exuberance with which he told it, no histoire de 
Marius ever surpassed this lad’s story of how he and his pals 
made a surprise attack on the headquarters of an S.S. brigade: 
‘We came out of the high cornfield— yes, the com was one 
and a half metres high— just as the S.S. men were sitting down 
to supper, see? They just hadn’t an idea we were coming. 
They were sitting aroxnid in the garden lolling about in arm- 
chairs, waiting for their supper, see? and talking and behaving 
as though they weren’t giving a damn about anything. And 
just as Qie soup was being brought in, see? we turned our 
machine-gun on them. We killed nearly the whole danrn lot 
of them, among them the chap with the soup tureen. And 
only two ran away, and lord, didn’t they ran; and suddenly 
there was one more whom we saw running away. We hadn’t 
seen him before, a great big brute of an S.S. man he was! You 
see, he had been sitting inside the privy, see? and had realised 
that something was going on, so he thought he’d better run 
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too, but be badu’t fastened bis pants properly, so as he ran 
they came down, and while he was tr>^ing to pull them up 
again a bullet got him, see? right in his bare behind! Damn 
fool; if he'd stayed inside the privy, we mightn’t have noticed 
him . Of course, they w'ere going to counter-attack, but by 
that time we had beat it; it was no use waiting; we had done 
the job we had come for. 

“Our chaps are doing well in the south,” the Odessa lad 
continued. soon hope to be back home in Odessa-Mamma. 
Great place, Odessa; the sea is so blue, and the sun warms 
your bones, and there are all those nice streets in Odessa, the 
Pushkinskaya and the Deribasovskaya. Nothing it in 
Leningrad.” “Come, come,” I said. ‘ I loiow, I know, he said, 
“it’s a better-looking city, more cultured, and all that, it s got 
historic monuments— Peter the Great and Catherine, and 
Lenin— a more cultured city, one might say, a more historic 
city. But I don’t like it. The climate is all wrong. There s no 
warmth here as there is in the south, it s kind of damp here all 
the time. But I’ll grant you— Leningrad would be a very mce 
^xty — if you put it on the spot where Odessa stands. * • • 

Never mind about the air-raid shelter and the civil defence 
instructors’ training centre. But what was interesting that day 
was our visit to the great Leningrad Public Library. This great 
library, at the comer of the Nevsky and the Sadovaya— one of 
the “danger comers” during the shelling— claims to be, with 
its nine million volumes, the largest library in the world, or at 
any rate in Europe, with the exception of the British Museum. 
In recent years, it is true, the Lenin Library in Moscow is 
believed by some to have surpassed the Leningrad Library, 
but nowhere in Leningrad did I find any support for that view. 
At any rate, for its immense collection of incunabula and first 
editions, Leningrad is certainly still miles ahead of Moscow- 
Even Moscow admits that. 

It was a beautiful sunny day when we drove up to the 
public library, but as the Sadovaya street comer is a danger- 
ous one, and sheUing had been going on since morning, it 
was decided that we park the car in the Alexandrinka Square 
on the other side of the library. Here we were, standing out- 
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side the car, and looking at the beautiful building of the 
Alexandiinka, vpith its freshly repainted yellow stucco, and 
with the whole exquisite ensemble of Rossi’s stucco buildings 
beyond, and to the left of us the little square in front of the 
Alexandrinka Theatre, with the bottle-shaped monument of 
Catherine, with Rumiantsev and Potemkin and other great 
men nestling below the sovereign’s equally bottle-shaped 
skirt. It seemed almost miraculous how this beautiful comer 
of old St. Petersburg had escaped without a scratch. Although 
the streets were now very deserted— for the shelling was be- 
coming heavier and heavier— this Alexandrinka Square looked 
more beautiful than it had ever looked. And just then one 
shell, and then another, crashed into something quite near, 
perhaps five hundred yards away, on the other side of the 
Nevsky, somewhere behind the enormous granite pavilion 
with its plate-glass windows, which was once the most Gar- 
gantuan delicatessen shop in Etuope— Ehseyev. Two clouds 
of what looked like brick dust shot up into the air. The tram- 
cars in the Nevsky stopped and the few passengers came 
running out and dived into houses. A few other people could 
also be seen running for cover. We waited beside the car for 
a few minutes, not feeling too comfortable, but perhaps re- 
assured by the extraordinary ‘luckiness” of the Alexandrinka 
Square. An ambulance dashed past, turning into the Nevsky. 
I uncomfortably recalled Major Lozak’s experience of the 
man who had staggered two steps down the Nevsky aheady 
without his head. The firing continued, but the shells were 
no longer exploding in this part, so we walked into the Nevsky 
—I had the feeling of slinking rather than walking— and round 
to the other “unlucky” side of the State Library at the comer 
of the Sadovaya where, according to Leningrad hearsay, the 
Germans had a special knack of landing their shells in the 
middle of the crowd at the tramstop. Actually it did happen 
once or twice— hence the legend. 

But now there was no crowd at any tramstop, the Nevsky 
was still deserted except for an occasional army car, half a 
dozen people on the allegedly more sheltered side of the 
street, and a girl policeman who continued to stand on point 
duty. Then one of the tramcars with two passengers inside 
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began to mo^’e. Clearly Leningrad bad learned not to be too 

lighthearted about shelling. 

We were taken up a narrow staircase into the oflBce of the 
cliief librarian, a pedantic-looking young woman with mas- 
culine manners, and wearing the Leningrad medal. Her name 
was Egorenkova. A sort of hard defiance was written on her 
face, as on so many other Leningrad faces. She showed neither 
pleasure nor displeasure at seeing us, and simply treated our 
visit as a small job that had come into her day’s programme. 
Like every other job, she w’ould do it competently. Personally, 
I had the impression that she was a woman with whom per- 
sonal reactions no longer mattered; her whole existence had 
become public service and nothing else. Her one aim in life 
was to save the Leningrad State Library, and it was a sufS- 
ciently large task for any ordinary human being. She was de- 
fending 9,000,000 books against 80,000,000 Germans— against 
those creatures who, for the first time in many centuries in 
Europe, had made bonfires of books. Leningrad is, in many 
ways, a fanatical city — only a city with a touch of divine fa- 
naticism could have done what Leningrad did— but in this 
rather frail, overworked young woman who was the chief 
librarian of the Leningrad State Library was this inner fanat- 
ical fire, a fire of devotion and a fire of hatred particularly 
noticeable. She said nothing to indicate it; her remark about 
a shell that had killed a lot of people in the Sadovaya, just 
outside the library, was made almost casually, with a com- 
plete air of “objectivity,” but I felt she would gladly make 
any German suffer all the torments of heU for what Germany 
had done to Leningrad and had tried to do to the State 
Library. 

Perhaps I was just imagining it. For actually Egorenkova 
was completely businesslike from begi nn ing to end; and yet, 
I am still sure of it. 

“The outstanding fact about the library is,” she began, 
“that it never closed down. Not even in December 1941 or 
January and February 1942. By the time the blockade started, 
we h ad managed to evacuate only a very small part of our 
most valuable things. We had evacuated the most important 
incunabula and manuscripts, some unique Russian and for- 
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eign eighteenth and nineteenth century books, and our 
unique collection of newspapers published during the Civil 
War— 360,000 items in all, out of a total of over 9,000,000. 
Our staff put in an enormous amount of work for the protec- 
tion of this library. Our staff filled the attics of the building 
with sand— carrying there 2,200 cubic metres. To some ex- - 
tent we had to decentralise the hbrary, and also to store away 
in our basements some of the most valuable items. Windows 
had to be bricked up and sandbagged; we secured water- 
tanks, pumps, fire-extinguishers, and large quantities of sand, 
and organised the whole fire-fighting system with the maxi- 
mum ihoroughness— allowing for the difficulties arising, for 
instance, from the absence of a normal water supply. Our 
A.R.P. staff consisted of 102 people. We were luc% though. 
The oiJy trouble we had from air raids was a few incendiaries 
in the autumn of 1941. Since then we have had three direct 
hits from shells; they damaged our roof, but no books suf- 
fered, and there were no casualties. A more serious problem 
was the lack of fuel and tie effect of the cold and damp on our 
books. I shall come to this later. 

“Before the war there were seven reading rooms in our 
main budding; we had as many as 3,000 readers a day and as 
many as 9,000 books were issued in one day; moreover, we 
had to deal with some four hundred written queries a day. 

“On June 22nd there was a sudden sharp drop in the 
library attendance. In August we closed down the main read- 
ing-room and opened a safer reading-room on the ground 
floor, with 150 seats. People who were very nervous could 
do their reading in the air-raid shelter. Not all people react 
the same way to bombing. 

“Our real problems started with the coming of winter. We 
closed all the reading-rooms but opened two small ones— one 
used to be the newspaper room, the other was the staff 
dining-room. Both of these had little brick stoves. But in 
January 1941 we had to close down the first of these two 
rooms, and the former dining-room remained die only read- 
ing-room in this whole great hbrary. There were days in 
January 1942 when only five readers came. But we continued 
to receive queries from soldiers and from various organisa- 
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tions, a lot of them on problems of nutrition, on the manufac- 
ture of matches, and the like. 

“In March we managed to open another reading-room— a 
larger one, and the Lenso\'iet helped us to fit it wiQi a more 
satisfactory stove, and w^e were also given some fuel. 

“To-day we have about sixty readers a day; the number of 
readers is growing. We have ten or twelve new entries a day 
on the average. Now that the various technical and other 
colleges— such as the Polytechnic, the Psedagogic Institute, 
part of the University, are about to open again, the number 
of our readers is sirre to grow in the coming months. But for 
the present, our principal readers now are engineers, army 
doctors, scientific workers— in short, specialists dealing with 
practical present-day problems. We have no young students 
among our readers just now.” 

She was factual throughout, without any expression of ap- 
proval, disapproval, hope or regret. What she said during our 
inspection of the hbrary was also confined to statements of 
fact— without comment. 

With its miles of book-shelves, the famous library looked 
almost normal. Here and there there were large gaps of empty 
bookcases— for instance a large set of bookcases labelled ; 
“BibHotheque de Voltaire.” The magazine room was open, 
with a somewhat scrappy collection of the latest numbers 
displayed on a large table— the Ministry of Information’s 
Britansky Soyuznik, and copies of the Lancet, the British 
Medical Journal (about six months old) and (significantly) 
the American Journal of Nutrition, and other scientific maga- 
zines. 

“These things come very irregularly,” said Egorenkova. 
“Our great problem now wiU be to keep the boolo! in good 
condition for another winter with httle or no heating.” And, 
pointing at the windows in one of the rooms, with no glass 
panes in them, she said: “We have had most of our windows 
blown out four times, but we are not putting in new glass or 
plywood just yet; the fresh air coming in is good for drying 
the books. We shall close the windows when the rainy weather 
starts.” 

On the main staircase was a display of various charts and 
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diagrams, including several depicting the Allies'" war effort. 
On another wall was a display of photographs and various 
documents on the occasion of the eighrt^-fifth birthday of 
Bychicov, the director of the manuscripts department of the 
librar\^ ''He isn’t feeling very well, so he is not here to-day,” 
said Egorenkova. "From the start he has refused to leave 
Leningrad.” Again no comment. 

We then went through the immense main reading-room 
almost as large as that of the British Museum. Everything 
seemed in order, but there were no readers. There were ten or 
fifteen readers in a smaller reading-room nearby. 

Then we went down a long corridor which seemed almost 
interminable; it was lined with card indexes. "This catalogue 
was down in the basement at first, and there it got damp,” said 
Egorenkova. "We brought it upstairs and dried it; no serious 
damage was done, all the cards are legible and in good con- 
dition now. It was important to save the card index, which is 
our only absolutely complete catalogue. There’s a handful 
that aren’t quite dry yet,” she added, pointing to a number of 
index cards spread out on a window sfil. "They are the last 
ones.” 

On the second floor were still 3,500,000 foreign books— 
mostly French, German and English. "The most important 
incunabula, both Russian and foreign, we have evacuated,” 
Egorenkova said. "We stiU have here, among other things, 
the archives of the Bastille— they were bought up for this 
library by a Tsarist diplomat in Paris.” 

Up till now there had been few signs of human life in the 
enormous building. But now we came into a large room which 
was buzzing with activity. Fifteen elderly women were here, 
fiUing in index cards, writing notes, sorting out piles of mate- 
rial-posters, manuscripts, newspaper cuttings, cartoons, 
ration cards and what not, "This is quite a new and special 
department,” said Egorenkova, "here we are building up a 
complete record of the life of Leningrad and the Leningrad 
front in wartime. Meet Vera Alexandrovna Karatygina, a spe- 
cialist in the history of Leningrad, Petrograd and St. Peters- 
burg.” No one could be more different than these two women. 
Karatygina was a handsome elderly woman with white hair, 
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rouge and lipstick, a loud exuberant voice, and tihe sbrill 
delivery of an enthusiastic school teacher. 

“We^disdain nothing,” she said. “Everything that seems of 
the slightest historical value for the full reconstruction of the 
history of our defence of Leningrad, we keep and catalogue, 
and classify. Brochures, and invitation tickets of every kind, 
pamphlets, leaflets, membership cards-everything is impor- 
tant. Theatre tickets, concert tickets, programmes, concert 
bills— for instance the bills announcing the first performance 
in Leningrad of Shostakovich’s Seventh-documents relating 
to our industrial, scientific and literary life; ration cards of 
the different periods of the blockade and after, a list of all 
the houses of Leningrad with, as far as possible, details of 
the niunber of people living there, damage through shelling, 
etc., A.R.P. instructions— some printed, other simply manu- 
script, photographs, copies of front newspapers and other 
publications, however ephemeral — aU these we are collecting 
and classifying. We are also compiling large files of news- 
paper cuttings on every conceivable subject concerning the 
defence of Leningrad. And just now,” she said, “several of 
us are here compfling an album of the rupture of the Lenin- 
grad blockade-with letters from soldiers who actually took 
part in it, and masses of other printed, written and photo- 
graphic material.” 

The old ladies— most of whom looked like rather decrepit 
old gentlewomen who had seen better times— were up to their 
ears in cuttings and posters and bills and were so absorbed 
in their work that they scarcely seemed aware of our ex- 
istence— any more than of the shelling that was continuing 
outside. As we went out I remarked to Egorenkova, “It must 
give these old ladies great satisfaction to take part in such a 
highly valuable enterprise.” “Why do you call them old 
ladies?” she said, a little acidly. “They are not ‘old ladies,’ 
they are fuUy qualified librarians who have been for years on 
the staff of the library.” 

The Anichkov Bridge across the Fontanka, half-way down 
the Nevsky Prospect, and the Anichkov Palace, built by 
Rastrelh and Rossi, on one side of the river, and a beautiful 
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baroque palace in red and white stucco— the name of which I 
forget— on the other, constitute another of the architectural 
beauties of Leningrad. The main feature of the bridge itself 
was now, however, missing— I mean its four famous bronze 
horses which Klodt made about 1850 and which are as much a 
part of Leningrad as the Chevaux de Marly— which they 
vaguely resemble— are part of Paris. There are many stories 
current about the removal to safety of the Klodt horses in the 
dark days of October or November. It was an arduous job, 
but it was completed in one night except that one of the horses 
was left standtog in the middle of the Nevsky, waiting for its 
turn to be removed. People further down the Nevsky rubbed 
their eyes in the morning when they saw one of the Klodt 
horses apparently galloping down the street. To the hterary- 
minded, the horse had clearly borrowed the idea of leaping 
off its pedestal from the Bronze Horseman. It is said that an 
old woman made the sign of the cross at so supernatural a 
phenomenon, and that another one bmrst into tears. She was 
convinced that this was an evil omen— that the horses had 
leapt from their pedestals so as not to be captured by the 
Germans who were now going to enter Leningrad. 

Long before, in Moscow, I had heard that the Anichkov 
Palace— now the Pioneers’ Palace— had been severely damaged 
in the bombing. But, whatever the damage, it had now been 
fuUy repaired. The old palace of the Empress Maria Feodo- 
rovna ( sister of Queen Alexandra ) was now in perfect condi- 
tion, except that the more valuable paintings and furniture 
had been removed to safety. It had become the Children’s 
Palace, and had been that since 1-9S5. Before the war, as many 
as 13,000 children and 600 teachers could be received at the 
palace and in the palace grounds simultaneously. Its func- 
tion then was the same as that of any Pioneers’ Palace in any 
other large town of the Soviet Union. The children came here 
to hsten to lectmres, to play games, to read, to hsten to con- 
certs and to work in “circles”— literary “circles,” dancing 
“circles,” musical and dramatic “circles,” or chemical and 
other scientific “circles”— which the children joined in ac- 
cordance with their individual tastes. There were physics and 
chemistry laboratories in the palace. Children were encour- 
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aged to go in for this “indMdual activity” which helped them, 
outside their school work proper, to develop their owm par- 
ticular talents. For example, a child who in the Pioneers’ 
Palace displayed great musical or dancing gifts had every 
chance of being passed on, if he or she wished it, to the Con- 
servatoire or the Ballet School. At the same time, the Palace of 
Pioneers was not only a palace of study and entertainment 
hut also one where, in one way or another, the “sohdarity” and 
“civil consciousness” of the children were being developed. 

In Leningrad dtning the war the Pioneers’ Palace had to 
adapt itself to entirely chfferent conditions; it acquired a dif- 
ferent purpose. Its purpose now was to provide the greatest 
possible moral and physical help to the children. There were 
many war orphans and himger orphans in Leningrad, and the 
Pioneers’ Palace was something like a new home for them. 
Actually they did not hve there, but in a large hostel close by, 
and were always welcome at the Anichkov Palace. Further, 
the Pioneers’ P^ace was really the centre from which care and 
supervision were extended to practically aU the children of 
Leningrad between, roughly, the ages of seven and fourteen. 
As before the war, so now, there was a close hnk between 
the schools and the Pioneers’ Palace, both of which belong 
to the education department of the Leningrad Town Council. 

One of the main tasks of the Pioneers’ Palace was now to 
keep watch over the largest possible nmnber of schoolchil- 
dren, to organise their time outside school hours, and keep 
them in good physical and moral condition— both of which 
were essential in view of the frequent or total absence of 
both parents, and also in view of the psychological effect of 
living in a town xmder almost constant bombardment. 

In a large room overlooking the garden, and with Empire 
decoration and Empire furniture, we were received by the 
head of the palace, a bright and Hvely httle man called Natan 
Mikhailovitch Steinwarg: “Natan,” as everybody called him^ 
was, it appeared, a famous Leningrad character, popular with 
children and teachers ahke. He was certainly a hve wire and 
seemed none the worse for the extremely arduous job he had 
been doing in Leningrad since the beginning of the war, and 
right through the blockade. 
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“There were 500 schools in Leningrad before the war,” he 
said. “Now there are 105. Before the war Leningrad was, in 
fact, the largest educational centre in the whole Soviet Union. 
We had half a million schoolchildren and 400,000 students— 
which means that nearly one-third of the population were 
pupils of one Mnd or another. It was a city of young people. 
It is not so now; though even now there is a surprisingly 
large number of children stiU in Leningrad— and we are let- 
ting them stay on. There is no longer any need to evacuate 
them. 

“What we at the Pioneers’ Palace have been doing since the 
war in co-operation with the schools can be stated briefly. For 
example, we have had to organise last summer holiday camps 
for 50,000 schoolchildren— tiaat is, nearly aU the children of 
Leningrad, except the very yoimg ones who have their own 
creches and kmdergartens to look after them. Each lot of 
children spent at least one and a half months in the country, 
and we made all the arrangements for their extra food rations. 
The younger children simply rested and had a good time; the 
children over ten also worked a lot on the vegetable gardens 
throughout the summer. During the blockade we had much 
more difficult jobs to do; together with the schools we had to 
organise the evacuation of hundreds of thousands of children, 
and I needn’t tell you in what difficult conditions that had to 
be done. 

“The Palace is more than ever the Children’s Club— or 
whatever you like to call it. Here are some of the things the 
children do when they come here. They have been doing a lot 
of amateur theatrical work, and they have done their re- 
hearsing here, under the supervision of expert teachers. As a 
result, they have given in the last eighteen months as many 
as 200 theatrical shows to soldiers in the hospitals and to army 
units not immediately in the front line. 

“Most of the children have a father, sometimes a brother, at 
the front, and there is the closest personal bond, anyway, 
between the children of Lenin^ad and the Leningrad front. 
The children worship the soldiers. Oiu teachers have been 
helping th em here a great deal in one of their main occupa- 
tions— the making of presents for the soldiers. They knit and 
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S6W, and chisel cigarette holders, and make cigarette cases 
out of wood, with often quite elaborate designs. They also 
make and collect all sorts of gifts which they send to the chil- 
dren of the liberated areas. They, and especially the boys, also 
do bigger jobs; they were, for instance, of enormous help in 
repairing the serious damage caused to the Anichkov Palace 
by a bomb. 

“They love their palace, and all the children would like to 
be here every day. But we have to space out their visits, be- 
cause it is not safe to have too many children all in one build- 
ing. What we are doing now is to set up a large number of 
branches of the Pioneers’ Palace in the various districts of 
Leningrad. Now take to-day, for instance. For seven hoims 
they have been shelling the city— chiefly the Lenin district 
along the Obvodny Canal. We had to telephone urgently to 
all the schools in the southern part of the town not to allow 
any of their pupils to come here to-day, because the children 
love coming here; and you know what Russian boys, and espe- 
cially Leningrad boys, are like; no shelling will stop them if 
they really want to get to a place. So we have decided, as a 
precaution, and also as a means of providing practically all 
the children of Leningrad with the necessary comfort, to 
open branches of the Palace of Pioneers, and we hope to open 
most of them by October 15th. 

“Comrade Zhdanov and Comrade Popkov are keenly in- 
terested in our work, and we are certainly getting every help 
from the Lensoviet. 

- “One of our most painful tasks is looking after those little 
war cripples who have been injured in the bombings and 
shellings— there are children in Leningrad without arms and 
legs; though fortunately not very many. From the start oux 
teaching staffs have taken every precaution to save the chil- 
dren from injury. But misfortunes will happen nevertheless. 
Our shelter ^es are strictly observed in the schools. 

“But it isn’t all so easy for the children. Well, take to-day, 
for instance. There are many hundreds, perhaps thousands, 
of children in this city who have spent the last seven hours in 
a shelter, with explosions going on around all the time. It does 
fray their nerves— it is no use pretending that because a child 



All-Day Shelling 149 

is tough, it can stand anything. And it is therefore terribly 
important that the Pioneers’ Palace and its branches should do 
ever}'thing to take the children’s minds ofiF the grimmer side 
of things. So many of them have seen people lying dead in the 
street, and other terrible things. So we arrange concerts for 
them and theatrical shows, and we make them give concerts 
and theatrical shows themselves, and they come here and play 
games. But come and look for yourself,” said Natan. 

We walked over the parquet floors of several rooms of the 
Anichkov Palace. Outside, the shells were still thumping. 
‘That’s more than seven hours now,” Natan remarked. In one 
room a dozen boys were absorbed in games of chess. But 
several of the other rooms were empty, till we came to what 
must have been the sumptuous music room or ballroom of 
Maria Feodorovna’s palace. This room was packed. A variety 
show by the boys and girls themselves was in progress. All 
the boys, with closely cropped hair, were wearing little blue 
or grey blouses and red pioneer ties, and most of the girls, 
many of them with large sflk ribbons in their hair, were re- 
markably tidily and neatly dressed— as though they had 
dressed up for a birthday party. Altogether, it was a much 
better-groomed children’s audience than you would find any- 
where in Moscow, where clothes tend to be— even with chil- 
dren— on the untidy and sloppy side. 

The late Maria Feodorovna, who was a kindly woman, 
would— I am sure— had she suddenly returned from the next 
world, been pleased to see such a charming children’s party 
in her palace, and also to see in what nice condition her palace 
was being kept, and to what good use it was being put. 

What was going on was samodeyatelnost, or “self- activity.” 
The children were doing things themselves. As we entered the 
balhoom, a fair-haired httle boy in a blue blouse and a red 
pioneer’s tie was playing on a concertina, with great gusto, 
Tchaikovsky’s familiar little waltz from the Childrens Mbtim. 
Then another httle boy with a squeaky Httle voice sang, first 
a Russian soldiers’ song, and then an Enghsh romance called 
“Annie Laiuie.” “His father,” Natan whispered, “was killed 
at the front last summer. A very fine man, a captain. He had 
the Order of Lenin.” 
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Then there was a comic, patriotic recitation from a bigger 
boy, with a lot of jokes about the Nazis. Outside the guns were 
going hard, but the children all laughed and clapped. 

The rest of the programme was more ambitious. Four or five 
of the children played an amusing little sketch, with a “winter 
fritz” as the funny man, and then an exquisite little girl of 
twelve or so gave a “rainbow dance,” juggling deftly with 
streams of multi-coloured ribbons and endhig up with won- 
derful vitality in a graceful whirlwind of colour. The child’s 
dance was clearly the product of professional ballet training. 
“Yes,” said Natan, “one of our best Leningrad ballet people 
comes here regularly and gives lessons to the most promising 
children.” 

The rainbow dance brought the house down. The children 
clapped and screamed for more, and the dance was repeated, 
witii a middle-aged woman with a red face and a mop of 
peroxided hair playing on one of Maria Feodorovna’s cream- 
coloured Bechstein grands. Then a tall handsome boy of 
eleven or twelve played the violin very nimbly— a Wieniawski 
mazurka, and one of Dvorak’s Slavonic Dances. “He’s studied 
the violin for three years now in the musical studio of the 
Pioneers’ Palace,” Natan explained. 

It was good to see how happy and cheerful these children 
were, and how fit they all looked. But one could not help 
thinking with a pang of the other children who were now 
spending their eighth horn: since morning in an air-raid shelter, 
while shells were smashing houses and killing people around 
them. Nor could I help thiriJkiag of that infernal formdry in the 
Putilov works. What was happening there? The answer really 
was that one took things as they came to one. To-day it was 
they; to-morrow it might be these. And, after all, there was no 
guarantee whatsoever that a shell would not come through the 
window at any moment and spoil the variety show at the 
palace completely. One just took chances— within reason- 
and did not worry. 

When we got back to the Astoria about six o’clock there was 
a message for Major Likharev. His wife had ’phoned. Had 
anything happened? He rang up. Five shells had landed aU 
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round the house, and had smashed all the windows in his flat. 
Fortunately nobody had been either killed or even injured. He 
drove home as his wife, he said, had sounded ''a little upset.""^ 
However, he returned in a couple of hours, as we were getting 
ready to go oflE to the Smolny. 
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THE MAYOR OF LENINGRAD SPEAKS 


T WO men are largely responsible for the survival of Lenin- 
grad— Zhdanov, Leningrad’s party chief who also, as a 
member of the Politburo and as a member of the Praesidium 
of the Supreme Soviet, could act vpith all the authority of the 
highest party and governmental organs behind him; and 
Popkov, President of the Leningrad Soviet ( the Lensoviet ) 
or Mayor of Leningrad as he liked to describe himself the 
night he received me at the Smolny. Actually his opposite 
number in London ( if one can speak of “opposite numbers” at 
all) would be the Chairman of tiie L.C.C. rather than say the 
predominantly decorative Lord Mayor. These were the two 
men who, together with Marshal Voroshilov, at that time com- 
mander of the northern front, signed the famous “Leningrad 
in Danger” appeal of August 21st, 1941. 

I had seen ^danov only once in the distance, at the meeting 
of the Supreme Cormcil when it was called in June 1942 to 
ratify the Anglo-Soviet Alliance. I did not see him during my 
visit to Leningrad, and Zhdanov has thus remained in my 
mind something of a legend: the man who conceived the 
Ladoga lifeline, and the man who, in the defence of Lenin- 
grad, had shown, in his more limited field, the same qualities 
of energy, self-possession, and organisational genius that 
StaHn had shown in the conduct of this war and the leadership 
of the country generally. To save Leningrad mihtarily was 
Zhdanov’s primary concern; I have heard it said that if he had 
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been prepared to take a risk, be could in December 1942 have 
permitted the civiban population sbgbtly larger rations than 
he actually did permit; but the future of the ice road was still 
imcertain, and as long as that was so, Zhdanov decided to 
save up every possible ounce of food for the army, rather 
than save a few thousand civilian hves. For if these hves had 
been saved, and at the end of a few weeks the efficiency of 
the Leningrad front had been impaired through the necessity 
of applying starvation rations to the front itself, the damage 
to the country as a whole— and to Leningrad itself— would 
have been infinitely larger. It was just possible that a German 
break-through at that time, at this or that point of the front, 
would have rendered the Ladoga ice road impracticable or 
delayed it, and Leningrad would have had to continue with- 
out outside supplies. In other words, more generous rations 
for civilians in those weeks of uncertainty might have meant 
the end of everything, and Zhdanov was going to take no 
such chances. But it takes a man of iron will to take the hard- 
est, most “civic” and, on the face of it, least “humane” line 
when in a grim dilemma of this Idnd. 

So I did not see Zhdanov, the man whom many, thinking in 
terms of fifteen or twenty years hence, aheady regard as one 
of the two most likely Successors, or even as the most likely 
Successor. But I was invited to spend an evening at the 
Smolny as the guest of Popkov, who is, in effect, Zhdanov’s 
second-in-command. 

The Smolny is the yoimg gentlewomen’s high school which 
became, in October 1917, the headquarters of the Bolsheviks. 
From here they directed the Revolution, and on the 25th the 
Smolny became the seat of the first Soviet Government. The 
famous building was wrapped in complete darkness as we 
drove up to it that night— the night after the eight hours’ 
shelling. A sentry with a flashhght took us across the yard into 
the main building and there, along those long vaulted corri- 
dors through which triumphant Lenin had briskly walked to 
his office in those historic autumn days of 1917, we were con- 
ducted to Popkov’s study. 

Then, in October 1917, the whole neighbomhood of the 
Smolny and the long vaulted corridors were swarming with 
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armed Red Guards and sailors of die Baltic Fleet. Now the 
corridors were empty except for a sentry here and there. 

Popkov was a little different from so many of the other 
Leningrad bosses I had met. He also had a strong, fine face, 
but it was softer, and brightened by a friendly smile. Often 
his eyes twinkled, and he smiled almost boyishly, displaying 
two rows of perfect white teeth. He bad one of those good 
Russian faces that make one feel at ease at once. His whole 
bearing had a natural simplicity, without any sophistication 
or the slightest trace of a pose. He was, no doubt, a tough 
baby,” as everybody in Leningrad has to be, especially in a 
job "like this, but he did nothing to emphasise it. And what 
startled me, this great Leningrad leader did not speak with 
the usual, rather cold Leningrad precision but in a softer 
and more flowing Russian, of a kind spoken on the Volga. 
Actually, as he later told me, he was bom in 1903 in tihe 
pro\’ince of Vladimir, between Moscow and Ni 2 hni-Nov- 
gorod. ‘1 come from the family of a very poor carpenter,” 
he said, “for two years I worked as a farm labourer, and then 
for two more years as a baker. Then in 1926 I came to Lenin- 
grad to study.” Here he completed his comrse at the Workers’ 
Faculty, and then at one of the technical institutes. And 
then— “Then I just stayed on here, and became a member 
and then the Chairman of one of the District Soviets; then I 
became first deputy to the Chairman of the Lensoviet, and, 
for six years now I have been Mayor of Leningrad! I was 
thirty-four when they made me Mayor.” He liked c allin g him- 
self the Mayor. 

The day before my visit, Popkov had asked me to send him 
a list of questions. Now, as we sat down, he laid the list before 
hiTu and proceeded to talk. There were several other people 
in the room to whom I had been presented, several mihtary 
men, and an elderly man. Professor Moshansky, the head of 
Leningrad’s health department, and Comrade Bubnov, Pop- 
kov’s secretary, an enormous lanky young fellow with a large 
tumed-up nose and with something of the same bonhomie as 
his chief. . 

What I had reaUy asked Popkov to give me was a general 
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view of Leningrad both as a city and as one of the key-points 
of the Soviet-German front. There were also a number of 
specific questions, answers to which would fill in a few gaps in 
my reading of the situation. To the question: how many 
people had actually died in Leningrad during the winter of 
1941-2? I received no answer, except that “a few hundred 
thousand” was as much as could be said for the present. Also, 
when I asked: “What is the present population of Lenin- 
grad?” Popkov smiled and said, “Is it really necessary for you 
to know?” 

My own guess was between 600,000 and 800,000, but I did 
not press the point. “Ill give you an indication, though,” said 
Popkov. It has a population only a httle less than Hambiug.” 
“What,” I said, “before the recent R.A.F. raids or since?”— at 
which everybody laughed gleefuUy and Popkov repHed, “No^ 
I wouldn’t have compared Leningrad with a rubbish heap.” 

For the rest, he talked very freely; though there are one or 
two points I am omitting at his request. 

As regards the military situation of Leningrad, Popkov said: 
“The military situation of Leningrad to-day is more solid and 
stable than it has ever been since the beginning of the war. 
This can be proved by a whole series of facts. For months the 
Germans prophesied the imminent faU of Leningrad, and 
were planning their great victory banquet at the Astoria. All 
these plans have fallen through. First, our soldiers and work- 
ers smashed the German attempts to take Leningrad by 
storm. Then the Germans tried the blockade. The blockade 
also failed, though we fived tiuough some very difficult hours, 
as you know, especially during the month when Tikhvin was 
in German hands and we were literally isolated, except for 
some transport planes. In making the Ladoga ice road we es- 
tabhshed a narrow fink, but stiU a vital link with the outer 
world. In this way the German attempt to starve us out, to 
deprive us of communications, food and fuel, fell through, 
just as the attempt to take us by storm had failed. 

“To-day, since the railway link has been restored, through 
the Schlusselburg gap, we have no food problem at all. This 
has been solved completely. The civilian rations for sugar 
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and fats are substantially higher in Leningrad to-day than in 
^ioscow. We are trying to make up for the weight everybody 
lost during the months of imdemourishment. 

“The question: Can we or can’t we hold Leningrad? no 
longer arises. The question is: How soon will the Germans 
abandon their Leningrad positions? The Germans have built 
very powerful fortifications here, and they would be more than 
reluctant to abandon them. They will not abandon them 
volxmtarily. But there is one question which here, in Lenin- 
grad, is in everybody’s mind; and that is the Second Front. 
Because we are convinced that if only the Germans were com- 
pelled to withdraw ten divisions from this front, they would 
have to withdraw altogether, because we’d push them out 
then. And the bombardments of Leningrad would auto- 
matically cease. 

“There are thirty German divisions on the Leningrad front, 
though looking at the map you see that it isn’t a large front. 
This summer, when the Germans feared we would widen stiU 
further the gap in the blockade, they brought reioforcements 
from the Falinin front. Among them were troops which had 
taken part in the storming of Sebastopol. They had another 
crack at Leningrad in July but with no effect. 

“But they will hang on as long as they can. It’s a matter of 
prestige. Leningrad is the second capital of the Soviet Union; 
they’ve also got to consider Finland. If they abandon Lenin- 
grad, Finland automatically drops out of the war. But it’s aU 
quite pointless, and they can’t do anything, except vent their 
rage and fury and disappointment on our civilian population. 
They claim to be sheUing railway stations and factories. But 
except the Kirov works, which Aey can’t help hitting, they 
have never shelled any factory, except by chance. Actually 
they are trying to spread panic. But it all has Httle effect, and 
it’s really a waste of shells. We have lived through much 
worse times than this, and we are determined to stick it to 
the end. All the shelling does is to deepen the fearful hatred 
every man, woman and child in this town feels for the Ger- 
mans. The shelling increases our hardships and sufferings and 
our death roll, but it does not diminish our powers of re- 
sistance-far from it.” 
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^TTo-day,"^ I remarked, "the city was shelled for eight hours. 
How many casualties were there to-day?’’ 

"I can tell you exactly,” said Popkov, "for I have here the 
latest report, received half an hour ago. The shelling went on 
from 8.45 a.m. to 6 p.m., with the heaviest shelling in the morn- 
ing when people go to work, and towards the end of the day. 
Altogether 1,564 shells were fired. Many houses were put out 
of action to-day, some water-mains were smashed, and in 
twenty-eight places the tramlines were damaged. By eight 
o’clock to-night the tramlines were already restored to the 
extent of seventy per cent. By the morning all the damage to 
the tramhnes have been repaired. And the number of 
casualties for the day,” said Popkov, "is sixteen killed and 
seventy-two wounded. . . . That’s nearly one himdred casual- 
ties. It may not seem much, compared with all the ammuni- 
tion the Germans spent. But these figures mount up, and 
sometimes terrible things happen, when a first shell lands 
without warning in a crowd. For instance, one day last May, 
thirty-two people were killed outright and many others in- 
jured when a shell landed among a crowd of people at a tram- 
stop. But, once the first shell has been fired, people have 
learned how to take care of themselves.” ^ 

Popkov looked at my questionnaire. "You asked for some 
details about the present railway link between Leningrad and 
the rest of the country. The Ladoga road— over the ice in 
winter and over water in summer— was chiefly used for bring- 
ing food into Leningrad. Now, with the railway working, we 
can bring in anything, no matter how bulky. In addition to 
food, we can bring in almost unlimited quantities of coal, 
munitions, cattle, metal, and other raw materials. The Ger- 
mans claim they are constantly sheUing this railway. All I 
can say is that the railway functions like clockwork. It has 
fully solved oiu: supply problem. Without it, life would be 
much more diflSicult. The Ladoga road was, after aU, only 
an expedient. What’s more, we not only import, but we also 
export— for instance, masses of scrap iron, machinery which 

^ When I saw Popkov again at the Smoky in February, 1944, he stated 
that the total casualties from shellmg during the 29 months were about 
20,000, including 5,000 killed. 
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can be more profitably used elsewhere, and all sorts of raw 
materials which we don't need. And also manufactured goods. 
Mihtarily, it is extremely important, too; by creatmg a 
direct and rapid link with the whole Volkhov front, it has 
greatly increased the manceuvxability in the whole Leningrad- 
Volkhov area.” Popkov pointed at the map. “That s where it 
runs, linking up Schlusselburg with the main hne south of 
Lake Ladoga. As soon as the blockade was broken last Feb- 
ruary, we started building the railway. We built the essential 
forty-five kilometres in twenty-two days, and we doubled this 
stretch here between Ladoga and Borisova Griva. Forty- 
five kilometres in twenty-two days— it took some doing!” he 
added. 

“But although Leningrad is now normally suppHed-and 
we shall not need the ice road next winter, we are not keen 
to let people come back. It remains a mihtary zone. Of course, 
thousands and thousands of Leningraders are clamouring to 
come back. But the enemy is still at the gates. The town is 
being shelled. If we had more people here, we should also 
have more casualties. Honestly, if I were in the position of 
the Germans, Td puU out. What’s the point of hanging on 
like this? Yet, there is no sign of their preparing to quit. 
They’ve got some of their most hardened troops here. There 
is one Spanish division here— not the Blue Division— that one 
was wiped out long ago, but some new, rather rubbishy divi- 
sion— but the overwhelming majority of the troops here are 
-G^oan. Li, ' J ? ^ ^ 

“To-day,”^ Popkov coritur®d, “the food situation is not wor- 
rying us any more. We have larger food reserves in Lenin- 
grad to-day than we had at the beginning of the war; and 
one of the reasons why we were so short of food in the winter 
of 1941 was that some of our most important food stores were 
destroyed in an ah raid. Thanks to the railway, we have now 
substantial coal reserves, and the work we have done on the 
peatbogs round Leningrad has aheady exceeded our produc- 
tion programme. Although we have ihe railway we still try, 
as far as possible, to be self-sufficient. It has not been easy, 
though. The workers of Lenin’s city have made many great 
sacrifices to supply it with timber. We have only a small ter- 
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ritory from wMcli to draw our timber supplies, and, for mili- 
tary reasons, certain woods must not be touched. The problem 
of timber, the most difficult of our problems, has been solved 
by the women of our town. We have sent 10,000 women be- 
yond Lake Ladoga to cut wood. It is very hard work, and 
they work in all kinds of weather. But, thanks to them, we 
have enough wood to see us through the winter.^ 

‘The bulk of Leningrad’s industty has been evacuated, also 
the greater part of &e population. We evacuated 500,000 
people across the ice road alone. Certain categories of citizens 
we continued to evacuate even during this last siunmer. We 
want to keep in Leningrad only people who are useful. We 
are, however, keeping all the children here who have re- 
mained. There is no longer any necessity to evacuate them. 
They are quite cheerful here and their cheerfulness is good 
for the people’s general morale. In the summer they all had 
a speU in the country, an average of forty days. The Kom- 
somol of Leningrad have played an immense part in aU the 
welfare work we are doing. 

"We don’t want more people to come into Leningrad now. 
As I said before, the more people we have, the greater will be 
the number of casualties. We have enough people to keep the 
Me of the town going. Until September 15th, many houses 
stiU lacked electric light; now ihere is electric light every- 
where, and it can be used without hmit. Our power stations 
are now burning peat instead of coal, we changed them over 
for the purpose. 'Twenty per cent of the water is now wasted 
and runs into the sewers, because of the water-mains that are 
still damaged and continue to be damaged; but on the whole, 
the water supply is satisfactory too, and tap water can be 
safely drunk. Except for A.A. shells, practically all the shells 
made by the Leningrad front are made in this city; it means 
a very large production— well, you saw some of it on the 
Kirov works the other day— because there is not a front any- 
where with the same concentration of equipment on both 
sides as on this front of ours.” 

^ Since the whole course of the Neva is not clear of Germans, it seems 
that this timber was taken in barges across Lake Ladoga, and then by the 
railway running from Leningrad to the north-east as far as the lake. 
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I asked wliat the health of the people of Leningrad was 
like. Professor Moshansky, the head of the Leningrad Health 
Department, said that “apart from war casualties, the death 
rate among children was no greater than before the war. In 
hospitals, the death-rate among adults was high throughout 
the summer of 1942, because of the after-effects of the famine, 
but now this death-rate had been brought down to its pre-war 
level. One of the most remarkable things about Leningrad,” 
he said, “was that there were no cases of insanity or other 
nervous diseases due to bombing and shelling. Professor 
hloshansky then gave a detailed accotmt of the anti-typhus, 
anti-typhoid and other inoculations which had become the 
general practice in Leningrad, of the prophylactic measures 
taken against scarlet fever, and the various prophylactic tab- 
lets that were being regularly given to schoolchildren. There 
were, as a result, very few cases of infectious diseases— very 
few cases of scarlet fever and even measles; diphtheria had 
almost disappeared; there was much less dysentery than be- 
fore the war, very little tuberculosis, and scurvy had now 
disappeared completely. 

All this sounded almost too good, but at the same time it 
was obvious that with the physically weaker part of the popu- 
lation having either died or having been evacuated, the Len- 
ingrad medical authorities were now really dealing with, in 
the main, a naturally healthy population. 

Regarding the elimination of scurvy. Professor Moshansky 
referred to the important part played in the spring and sum- 
mer of 1942 by that vitamin dihok, so peculiar to Leningrad, 
and of which I had already heard so often— the drink made 
of fresh pine and fir needles. “Thousands of our children and 
youngsters went out to collect these fresh twigs, and there 
wasn’t a factory canteen, a school, a government office— in 
fact there was hardly a place in Leningrad where there 
weren’t buckets of this liquid, and everybody was urged to 
drink of it as much as he could. It didn’t taste particularly 
good, but people drank gallons and gallons of it, as a sort of 
duty to themselves and to the common cause! And it certainly 
made a very big difference to their devitaminised systems.” 
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“How mucK of Leningrad Las been destroyed?” I asked 
Popkov. 

“Some parts of the town have suffered greatly; but, in the 
main, the stone and brick buildings have been preserved. 
What is going on is a race between the German gunners and 
our repair squads. Up till now we have repaired 860,000 
square metres of roofs, and put in three million square metres 
of windows.” 

“What, not glass, surely?” 

“Of course not! Glass adds immensely to the dangers of 
artillery bombardment. Wherever windows are broken we 
replace the panes entirely by plywood, with the exception of 
one small pane per room, to let in the light. Seven thousand 
rooms have been completely restored in 1943 alone, or 103,000 
square metres of floor space. What is more, we have carried 
out a tremendous pltunbmg job throughout the town, restor- 
ing as many as 49,000 main taps, and twenty-five kilometres 
of water mains. Practically the v/hole water system had to be 
restored or repaired after the winter of 1941-2. In 1943 alone 
we have carried out the equivalent of two years’ peacetime 
work. The Germans destroy, and we restore— that’s part of 
Leningrad’s life. We can’t quite catch up with the destruc- 
tion. The living-space ‘fund’ is satisfactory to-day, except that 
there are stiU 800,000 square metres of hving space to be 
restored. Everyw'here the water supply has been restored in 
houses— the water going up nearly ever 3 rwhere as high as the 
sixth floor, and we are also busy repairing the central heating 
for the coming winter. The tramlines are rapidly repaired 
whenever hit. We are increasing the length of the tram- 
lines. 

“The vegetable plots have been a great help in solving our 
food problem. We have 12,500 hectares of vegetable plots in 
Leningrad and the immediate neighbourhood. Moreover, we 
have some very prosperous state farms outside the city. The 
only vegetables we import from the ‘mainland’ are potatoes, 
but we have enough cabbages, carrots, etc. to feed not only 
ourselves, but to supply the entire Leningrad front. The vege- 
table plots are lent by the town council both to organisations 
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and to indmdual families. For instance, those vegetable plots 
you saw in the Summer Garden belong to individual families; 
they take trims in guarding them." 

‘in Moscow,” I said, “a lot of pinching of vegetables goes 
on. 

"Not Iiere,"" said Popkov. "Ours are very disciplined people, 
with a great sense of solidarity. Sometimes young children 
will pinch a handful of somebody else’s carrots, but it s un- 
usual. The interesting thing is that in Leningrad in the past 
people only knew how to eat vegetables; now everybody has 
become an expert gardener. A lot of lectures are given on 
gardening, and they are extraordinarily well attended. People 
have been told: 'You’ll eat as much as you’ve planted, so don’t 
expect anytliing from outside.’ And the results have been ex- 
cellent.” 

"Let me, however, draw a few conclusions about our gen- 
eral situation. I’m afraid that if, from what I said, you got the 
impression that everything was fine in Leningrad, this im- 
pression would be quite wrong. Remember that no town has 
to work as Leningrad has been, and is, working. Everybody 
feels that he is part of the show, and that every hour of work 
he puts in is part of the defence of Leningrad. The impulse 
to work is, therefore, very great. Only this public spirit of our 
people has made Leningrad what it is to-day— a place where 
life is fairly close to normal. Yet the fact remains that we are 
stiU half-blockaded, and that we have some dead and 
wounded every day. No one in Leningrad will deny that life 
is very hard. But at the same time you will hardly find anyone 
wishing to go away. The people of Leningrad have become 
like a large family, united by common hardships and their 
common effort. It is this solidarity which has made it possible 
for Leningrad to look fairly decent again. You should have 
seen it at the end of the terrible winter of 1941—2. But it has 
not been achieved at a low cost. 

"Think how much labour it has cost, for instance, to repair 
nearly all the roofs of Leningrad. If, two months ago, you 
had gone to the top of St. Isaac’s, you would have seen many 
houses with their roofs tom off. You won’t see many now. 
Throughout 1941 and 1942 we usually had 200 or 300 shells 
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every day or every other day. We had about 40,000 shells 
fired into Leningrad during 1941 and 1942. The shelling now 
is less frequent, but when it comes, it comes usually in big 
doses, as it did to-day. 

“One cannot speak without emotion and admiration of our 
people. They put their heart iuto everything they do. In the 
past a man who cut five cubic metres of timber a day was 
considered a Stakhanovite. Now women, and not very strong 
women, cut seven or even ten cubic metres.” 

“It was our people and not the soldiers who built the forti- 
fications of Leningrad. If you added up all the anti-tank 
trenches outside Leningrad, made by the hands of our civil- 
ians, they would add up to as much as the entire Moscow- 
Volga canal. During the three black months of 1941, 400,000 
people were working in three shifts, morning, noon and night, 
digging and diggmg. I remember going down to Luga during 
the worst days, when the Germans were rapidly advancing 
on Luga. I remember there a young girl who was carrying 
away earth inside her apron. It made no sense. I asked her 
what she was doing that for. She burst into tears, and said she 
was trying to do at least that— it wasn’t much, but her hands 
simply couldn’t hold a shovel any longer. And, as I looked at 
her hands, I saw that they were a mass of black and bloody 
bruises. Somebody else had shovelled the earth on to her 
apron while she knelt down, holding the comers of the apron 
with the fingers of her bruised, bloodstained hands. For three 
months our civilians worked on these fortifications. They were 
allowed one day off in six weeks. They never took their days 
off. There was an eight-hour working day, but nobody took 
any notice of it. They were determined to stop the Germans. 
And they went on working imder shellfire, under machine- 
gun fire and the bombs of the Stukas.” 

“The tradition of 1917!” I remarked. 

“Not only that,” said Popkov. “It’s much more general. 
Everybody took part in these tremendous efforts— not only 
the workers. Really everybody. And there was no panic at any 
time; no hysterics. A great love went into aU that work— a 
great love, and a great spirit of self-sacrifice. We lost many, 
many valuable people during those months— and since. Yes, 
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the Leningrad medal— which even many of our children have 
received— means a great deal. 

“Well, what more can I say?” said Popkov. “Perhaps just 
this relatively small point. Perhaps you don’t know that Len- 
ingrad is quite an important mamifacturing centre for con- 
sumers’ goods. We supply the army, not only on our own 
front, but on the other Soviet fronts with a lot of t h i n gs. We 
make buttons in Leningrad, and combs, and hosiery, shaving 
brushes, and shaving powder, and razor blades, and eau-de- 
Cologne for the troops, and even perfumery for the army 
girls— and for our soldiers’ wives and girl-friends! And,” here 
Popkov grinned boyishly, “Leningrad has also started pro- 
ducing babies— hasn’t it, Professor?” “Yes,” said the Profes- 
sor, “and strong and healthy babies too. Very good quality 
babies.” 

I asked Popkov how he viewed the future of Leningrad 
after the war. “Isn’t it, industrially, something of an anomaly, 
with the iron ore and the coal so far away?” 

“No,” said Popkov, “it’s Kke this. Leningrad after the war 
will be, first, the greatest educational centre in the Soviet 
Union; already before the war we had 400,000 students here, 
and we may have more after the war. Secondly, it is going to 
be a great centre of light industry, because Leningrad is 
famous for the skill of its workers (most of whom wiU come 
back ) , and for the quality of its goods. After the war we shall 
at last be able to concentrate on the production of consum- 
ers’ goods. They were pretty good even before the war. One 
of our comrades came back from a trip to Paris, and brought 
his wife some ‘wonderful French stocldngs.’ She had one look 
at them and found that they were om own Leningrad make! 
Thirdly— regarding heavy industry, you may know that north- 
ern Russia wiU no longer have to depend on the Donbais for 
eoal, or on Krivoi Rog for iron ore. We are developing an 
important new iron ore area roimd Vologda just now, and it 
promises to cover all Leningrad’s needs. More important still, 
►^ou will have heard of the Pechova coal basin in the north- 
east. A railway has been built right up to the Pechova area; 
t will supply Leningrad with coal. Although it is a very long 
•ailway, it \\dll have little competing traflSc- its main purpose 
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will be to bring coal to Leningrad and central Russia. So the 
industrial futinre of Leningrad looks more promising perhaps 
than it has ever been.” 

After this long talk we had supper. It was a much quieter 
affair, though, than the uproariously jolly supper at the 
Writers’ Union. The usual toasts were proposed to Churchill 
and Stalin, and also to Zhdanov and the other leaders of Len- 
ingrad, and Popkov, recalling a message he had received some 
months before from the Lord Mayor of London, proposed a 
toast to the Lord Mayor and the people of London. (Which, 
incidentally, shows that such messages which seem unimpor- 
tant when read about in the press, do count with the people 
to whom they are addressed, and create genuine friendliness 
and mutual interest. ) Altogether, one clearly felt at this gath- 
ering, as at so many others, the genuine desire of Leningrad 
to establish close contacts with Britain after the war, and how 
much the symbol of the window into Europe was still alive. 

And I had that curious impression again that Leningrad 
was a little different from the rest of the Soviet Union; that it 
considered itself as being just so much better than the aver- 
age. It was also keerdy conscious of having, to a large extent, 
worked out its own salvation at the most critical moment, 
when the army was shattered and bled white, and when the 
nine workers’ divisions, dressed in army uniform, did so much 
to save the city. And of these nine divisions, four were prac- 
tically wiped out in that grim rearguard action they fought in 
the late smnmer and the autumn of 1941. These workers’ divi- 
sions and the Baltic Fleet, who held Kronstadt and Oranien- 
baum, largely saved the situation during the most critical 
days at the beginning of September. The Anny meantime had 
been retreating. Disguised as refugees, hundreds of enemy 
agents had penetrated into Leningrad, spreading wild ru- 
momrs and firing signal rockets to German aircraft. Defeatist 
leaflets were showered on Leningrad by the thousand. The 
bulk of the population remained firm. Then sent by Stalin, 
General Zhtdcov arrived, instilled new spirit into the troops 
and reorganized them from top to bottom, thus giving birth 
to what was to become the “Leningrad Front.” Leningrad 
was now fit to withstand new onslaughts. 
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And yet— what was Leningrad without the rest of Russia? 
If its spirit never broke, it was ultimately stiU due to the Rus- 
sian victory at the gates of Moscow. It put new life and hope 
into the faint bodies of the people of Leningrad. If Moscow 
had not been saved, Leningrad would, sooner or later, have 
died of hunger. 

After supper we went to see a film privately shown at the 
Smolny. It was a new film called Two Soldiers. One of the 
heroes was a delightfully amusing character, and not only 
looked the very image of the Odessa lad we had seen at the 
hospital that morning, but he talked in exactly the same 
Odessa jargon and sang an Odessa ditty which was to become 
one of the most popular tunes in Russia for months after- 
wards: 

I can’t speak to you for aU Odessa, 

For Odessa— it is very, very large. . . . 

At the beginning of supper, Colonel Studyonov had re- 
ceived a ’phone call with the welcome news that flying condi- 
tions were bad, and that we could not fly back to Moscow at 
5 a.m. as was originally planned. It meant at least another day 
in Leningrad. 



XVI 

THE LAST DAY 


T hat last day— for it was the last, because the weather 
improved, and we did fly back to Moscow early the next 
morning— was a day without a programme. I simply wanted 
to walk about Leningrad, and breathe the air of Leningrad. 
I had tentatively asked to be taken to Kronstadt, but Major 
Lozak said it was impossible, because it was an exceptionally 
dangerous trip, while Colonel Studyonov laughed and said: 
“Look at the rate his appetite is growing!” Clearly, it was 
asking far too much, and, as it was, my hosts had gone to 
infinite trouble, and had let me see more in four days than 
a journalist normally sees in a few months. So in a way I. 
was glad to spend the last day simply strofling about Lenin- 
grad. 

It was a cold simny morning as we walked out of the As- 
toria and turned right, towards the river, as on the first day. 
This time we walked; the overworked driver had been given 
the morning off. ( Later he told me that we had driven nearly 
six hrmdred kilometres since we arrived. ) Old memories had 
become much fainter than they were on my first day in Lenin- 
grad. I could see the whole thing in dfflerent perspective 
now. I kept thinking of the Putilov works, and the children 
we had seen in the yard of the old house in the Mokhovaya, 
and so many other things and people who were part of Len- 
ingrad of its last two years. Yet old memories kept cropping 
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up nevertheless. As we crossed the Horse Guards Boulevard, 
running east of St. Isaac’s Cathedral, I remembered two 
things-my Uncle Peter’s oflSce in the building of the Olonetz 
Railway somewhere down this boulevard, and how I made a 
habit of dropping in to see him after school, and how he 
always gave me a glass of lemon tea and a biscuit, and, neg- 
lecting his work for half an hour, would talk about the new 
Meyerhold production at the Alexandrinka, or show me the 
latest copy of the art magazine Apollo, for which he wrote 
book reviews, and of which he kept a file in his otherwise 
prosaic-looking office. Or, at other times, he would explain to 
me Dostoievsky or recite bits of Baudelaire. In half an hour 
with Uncle Peter— that best type of old Russian intellectual— 
I learned more about books and art and other things that mat- 
tered than I learned at school in a month. 

I had another pleasant memory of the Horse Guards Boule- 
vard. Here, during Palm Week the Verba or Palm Week Fair 
was held. It was one of the gayest things I know. They sold 
there large bunches of verba or catkins— these were reaUy the 
Russian version of pahn branches— and all along the boule- 
vard there was a superb display of gingerbread of a himdred 
varieties, the peppermint gingerbread and the white Viazma 
gingerbread being the most celebrated. And they sold large 
coloured balloons on strings— thousands of them— and other 
balloons which you blew up. The most famous of these was 
the long red balloon which made loud squeaky noises and 
was sold under the name of “Mother-in-law’s Tongue.” An- 
other great favourite with the children, and with the boys 
who sold them, were “American Inhabitants”— little glass 
devils inside a narrow glass tube fiUed with water and with 
one end sealed up with a thin sheet of rubber; when 
you pressed the rubber, the “American Inhabitant” would 
pirouette joyfully up the tube and blow tiny bubbles. And 
then there were the furry httle monkeys on a pin. They were 
made of wire with green or red fluff and with two little beady 
eyes, and these monkeys carried umbrellas and feather dusters 
and wore the strangest assortment of hats. Verba meant noise 
and fun, and with its puddles of melting snow it meant the 
end of winter— and Easter in a few days. 
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For a long time shall I remember tiiat last morning in Len- 
ingrad. We walked across the Senate Square, and then along 
the Embankment towards the Winter Palace. It was a sunny 
autumn day, with a strong wind from the Baltic whipping 
up the dark-blue surface of the Neva, and the waves beating 
impatiently against the high granite banks, with their long 
line of deserted palaces, as though trying to wake the great 
city out of its trance. The grey ships on the Neva were sta- 
tionary and silent, there was hardly a soul anywhere, and only 
high in the blue sky were four fighter planes speeding north- 
ward across the Trinity Bridge and over the needle spire of 
the Fortress. 

How sad it all was, and yet how beautiful. There are only 
two other great masterpieces of urban scenery I know which, 
like this Embankment of the Neva near the Winter Palace, 
are equally impressive and moving, equally harmonious, and 
make you feel that you are in the presence of a great work 
which was somehow built by “accident,” but at the same 
time seems to crystallise the genius of the nation that made 
it. I mean the view of Paris from the Pont des Arts, and the 
view of London from Westminster Bridge. Just as, during the 
bhtz winter, the sight of London from Westminster Bridge 
made me clench my fists with rage and fury at the thought of 
what they were doing to London, and made me feel thankful 
that they had not yet succeeded in destroying St. Paul’s; so 
in Leningrad that morning I was filled with the same feelings 
of rage and gratitude. What did all this mean to them, to 
these people who had made Berlin their capital, the most 
soulless and most meaningless capital in the world— “with 
hmnan slaughter as its only raison d^etre”? 

“A bit skinny,” said Major Lozak as we walked past the 
Winter Palace, with its blind, plywood-covered windows and 
its chipped grey stucco walls. “Leningrad is like a person who 
is run down and has lost a lot of weight. It needs fattening 
up, with a lot "of paint and glass and plaster. But the body is 
sound. Shells are not like bombs. They are much smaller, and 
whereas a bomb hits a building when coming down with its 
maximum speed, a shell usually lands with most of its im- 
petus aheady exhausted.” 
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Then we came to the Winter Canal, with its little hxnnped 
granite bridge on the Neva Embanlonent, and its Venice-hke 
bridge, like the Bridge of Sighs, a httle lower down, joining 
the Ermitage with the buil^g opposite. Call it imitative, 
which it originally was; and yet this canal with its bridge like 
the original Bridge of Sighs, built in this northern setting, had 
in course of time acquired a character entirely its own, and 
had become part of Russia. Pushkin-or was it only Tchai- 
kovsky’s librettist?— had made this canal the nocturnal scene 
of Kerman’s last tragic meeting with Liza; here Liza threw 
herself into the canal while Herman in his frenzy was flying 
to the gambling den to use the secret he had wrenched from 
the old Countess. In any case the Winter Canal has, in peo- 
ple’s minds, become associated with Pushkin; and with Her- 
man, that strange hero to whom a dreamlike St. Petersburg 
alone could have given birth-a St, Petersburg different from 
tihe completely real and harmonious city of the prologue to 
the Bronze Horseman. It is associated with the old Countess, 
that VSnus Moscovite who had known Cagliostro in the Ver- 
sailles of Louis XV, and who died, her seihle mind still filled 
with nostalgic dreams of the splendour and volupte of that 
eighteenth-century France she had known in her radiant, 
adventurous youdi. And it was also associated with Tchai- 
kovs]<y who, in the Queen of Spades, based on the same Push- 
kin story, wrote one of his greatest and most inexorably tragic 
pages, with the Winter Canal in moonlight as its setting. Rus- 
sia’s most national poet and her most national composer— 
for he is accepted as such whatever the Mussorgs% wor- 
shippers may say— had combined to make the Winter Canal, 
with its Venice-me bridge, a deeply Russian reahty. . . . 

We walked down the narrow granite embankment of the 
Winter Canal, to the point where it runs into the wdnding 
Moika river; we crossed the bridge, and stopped before num- 
ber twelve, that beautiful little late-eighteenih-century house, 
where Pushkin had lived, and where he died in terrible pain, 
three days after the fateful duel. It is a long and disgraceful 
story wMch I need npt recall here— a story of coxirt intrigue 
against the poet, in which his beautiful and frivolous wife, 
and the Tsar Nicholas, and the head of the police were all 
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involved. From Ms windows on the &st floor, Pushldn could 
look across the wide square at the Winter Palace. The quays 
of the Moika, with the old eighteenth- and early-nineteenth- 
century houses on either side— it was strange to see among 
them, on the other side, a beautiful Italian-Hke mansion, of 
apple-green stucco, wuth large rounded -windows, a wMte lion 
over the door, and dancing marble figures in the niches— the 
quays of the Moika were as deserted as the Neva Embank- 
ment. There wasn’t a soul around Pushkin’s house. All the 
doors were closed. On the level of the first floor was a memo- 
rial marble plate saying that Pushkin had lived and died there. 
The large porch was also closed, but on its door was nailed a 
notice: “A.R.P. The nearest Water Points are on the Moika 
Embankment. Opposite Houses Nos. 8, 12, 18 and 20.” 

We walked on to the point where the Moika and the Cath- 
erine Canal join. It was a place of contrasts. On the left a 
large building had been completely destroyed by a direct Mt; 
instead of a house there was a mountain of rubble, -with iron 
bedsteads emerging from the brick and plaster. In how many 
countries have I seen these bedseads, always the same, always 
the sole survivors protruding from the rubble that was once 
somebody’s home! 

On tire other side stood resplendent in all its colours the 
Church of the Resinrection— that modem St. Basil of St. Pe- 
tersburg, built on the spot where the Tsar Alaxander II was 
assassinated in 1881. The pale-blue and red-and-gold of its 
onion domes and its mosaics were dazzhngly bright in the 
sun, and except for a small hole in the entirely golden dome- 
all the rest of the domes were coloured— it was completely 
imdamaged. TMs great church, -with all its colotns reflected 
in the waters of the narrow canal, was the brightest patch of 
colour in the whole of Leningrad-unnaturally bright per- 
haps, yet it had become in the course of years a famihar part 
of the urban landscape. 

Behind us, on the left, was the vast Champ de Mars, -with 
the low granite monument to the people killed in the Feb- 
mary Revolution, in the middle. It had been a dusty parade 
grormd in the past; then after the Revolution it was turned 
into a garden, but although twenty-five years had elapsed the 
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trees had not developed in this wind-swept spot, and it had 
remained the same open space as before, but covered with 
lawms and flow'er-beds and gravel paths. The idea of making 
the Champ de Mars a continuation of the Smnmer Garden 
had not materiahsed. Now it was like one vast cabbage field, 
nearly half a mile long and quarter of a mile wide, right in 
the centre of Leningrad. But several parts were separated 
from the rest by barbed wire, and soldiers could be seen 
somewhere around the mass grave of the people killed in 
the Revolution. Probably they were in charge of anti-aircraft 
guns. 

Everiwhere, there were only a very few people about— out- 
side the Summer Garden, and in the blitzed drabness of the 
Panteleimon Street. Some ca n i n e instinct had taken me back 
to the old Mokhovaya, and my companions had followed; &ey 
were mildly amused to find themselves again on this pil- 
grimage.” Now I realised more fully than the first time how 
serious the damage was in this blitzed area; an enormous 
bomb must have fallen on the six-storey building on the cor- 
ner of the Panteleimon Street and the Mokhovaya— at this 
comer there had once been one of the finest flower shops in 
town. Now there was nothing but one wall dangerously stand- 
ing on its edge, and high up, on the fifth floor, inside ihe wall, 
was still a wmdrobe, wdth two overcoats and a woman’s gar- 
ment suspended on coat-hangers above the void. In the house 
opposite had been a big fruiterer’s shop; the house was badly 
blasted, and the windows of the former hruiterer’s shop were 
boarded up; but above them one could still faintly read the 
owner’s name, written in the old spelling. Who, I wondered, 
had occupied these premises for the last twenty-five years 
without properly erasing the old owner’s name— Sherepen- 
nikov. Fruiterer? He used to have a grand display of oranges 
and tangerines and pears and apples, and even pineapples 
and bananas. I remember once going in with my father, and 
the man at the cash-desk said: “Would you like the change 
of your hundred roubles in notes or gold, sir?” And I was im- 
pressed by the little stream of golden five- and ten-rouble 
pieces that flowed on to the counter. It remained one of those 
more trivial childhood memories which we aU have. 
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Except for a crowd of soldiers who were going somewhere, 
and a morose-looldng old woman standing outside a gate, 
there was nobody in the Mokhovaya. We passed the old house 
and looked into the yard, but the children were not there. A 
few houses down was the former Tenishev School with its 
small but famous concert hall. It used to be Rachmaninovs 
favourite concert hall, and I remember the mad scramble for 
tickets there used to be whenever a Rachmaninov recital was 
announced. I had gone there to dozens of piano recitals, good, 
bad and indifferent, in those middle teens when I almost 
seriously thought of taking up music as a profession. The 
Revolution, thank heaven, killed that ambition. 

What was happening in the Tenishev HaU now? It had 
been turned into a children’s theatre, and behind the glass of 
the locked front door was the latest theatre bill: 

The Young Spectatob’s Theaibe 
Programme for November 24th to 30th, 1941. 

AH the performances begin at 1.30 p.m. 

The plays performed on alternate days were Puss in Boots 
and Gogol’s Revisor. And then, after November 30th, 1941, at 
the height of the famine, there was nothing more. The theatre 
closed down. Only the old theatre biU remained to show at 
which point everything had stopped. But before that the 
shows must have gone on even after a large part of the Mok- 
hovaya had been destroyed. . . . 

Further down the street, several more buildings had been 
completely destroyed by direct hits from large H.E.’s; but 
hardly an)7where did I see any destructions caused by fire. 
The fire-watching in Leningrad had been almost foolproof. 
Only at the end of the Mofiiovaya, outside the old Simeon 
Church built in the reign of the Empress Anna Ioannovna, 
and now looking in a miserably dilapidated condition— it had 
clearly not served as a church for many years (there were 
now, as somebody told me, only ten or twelve churches open 
in Leningrad)— did we see a crowd of people. On the steps 
of the church a crowd of young girls and lads, most of them 
wearing red ties, were doing first-aid and stretcher practice. 
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We turned right, crossed the bridge on the Fontanha, with 
the great Ciniselli Circus on the right— it was now called 
“Goscirque”— or State Circus— then tinned into the narrow 
Karavannya Street and reached the Nevsky. Suddenly the 
whole scene changed. The great ^venue was alive— as no other 
street of Leningrad was. There were crowds on both sides of 
the street and a great deal of traflBc. There was no shelling 
that morning, and everybody was quite at ease; one just had 
to take a chance with the “first one.” There were crowds of 
people outside several large cinemas, and crowds inside the 
great Eliseyev foodshop with the enormous plate-glass win- 
dows. On their ration cards they were receiving meat and 
tinned food, and sausage and butter and even caviare; and 
the cheeses and barrels of caviare and the tins— some of them 
American— were impressively piled up, several feet high. 
There was even a counter with blocks of chocolate and choco- 
late boxes. And people received their provisions without 
much waiting, and almost no queueing. 

It is hard to describe the Leningrad crowd in the Nevsky 
that morning. As in Moscow, so in Leningrad, the crowd looks 
noncommittal. About half the people were soldiers; but there 
were also many young girls, some in military uniform, others 
smartly dressed, with rouge and lipstick carefuUy appHed; 
here and there one also came across an old lady, but most of 
the old ladies looked rather down-at-heel. Everybody seemed 
to have a quiet, business like air; there was no laughter, little 
loud talking or gesticulation; one felt a kind of inner solemnity 
in aU these people— even when they were standing outside a 
cinema, or buying patriotic postcards and postage stamps 
at the two or three httle open-air stalls in the Nevsky. Physi- 
cally, most of the people looked fairly well and some looked 
very well, and I did not see any faces that looked positively 
ill or undernourished. But one could see a certain strain in 
their eyes. As distinct from Moscow, I did not see a single 
beggar anywhere, or even anyone lookmg obviously down 
and out. 

It aU made me wonder whether there wasn’t some truth 
in the theory that hunger worked on the “kiU or cure” prin- 
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ciple. Unfortunately, it had lolled far more people than it 
had cured, but I had heard several people tell me that some 
sick people had definitely been cured of almost incmable dis- 
eases by going through the famine— particularly people with 
duodenal ulcers. 

There were not many shops open in the Nevsky, and those 
that were open were not very exciting, except the fittle scent 
shop near the old Catholic church. Two girls behind the glass 
counter, below which was a good display of their various 
wares, wer,e selling to an eager crowd of customers boxes of 
face-powder, eau-de-Cologne, httle lipsticks and bottles of 
scen^ all made in Leningrad. “You’re from Moscow, I sup- 
pose,” said one of the girls. “No wonder you’ve come here. 
Everybody coming from Moscow comes here first thing!” 

It was an amusing moment. It was like the old capital 
speaking a trifle condescendingly to provincial Moscow! Len- 
ingrad had something that Moscow didn’t have-a shop where 
scent was freely sold to anyone. The scent was in dainty little 
bottles with golden labels, and was called “Boyevyie Podrugi” 
—a diffictilt phrase to translate. It does not mean “Soldier’s 
Sweetheart”— though that is, perhaps, the person for whom 
it is primarily intended; it means hteraHy “Women Comrades 
in Battle,” or perhaps “Girl-friend in Arms”— though that 
sounds a little ambiguous. Anyway, it was a pleasant enough 
smeU, though not quite on a level with Guerlain or even Coty. 
A small bottle cost 150 roubles, or over £3, but the Russian 
customers, who have little to spend their money on anyway 
these days, all seemed to think it very good value. 

So we wandered about the Nevshy, and walked down the 
Catherine Canal where we crossed the beautiful little foot- 
bridge with its large golden-winged dragons, and down va- 
rious other streets, till it was time to go back to the Astoria 
for dinner. After dinner the car came for us, and we drove to 
the now celebrated Writers’ Bookshop in the Nevsky, near 
the Anichkov Bridge. It was enough to drive any booklover 
crazy with joy. Mr. Rachfin, the manager, might well, like the 
girl in the scent shop, have laughed at us Muscovites, but he 
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didn’t He must have had a fairly long experience by now of 
people from Moscow walking away with enormous parcels 
and with happy grins on their faces. For two years Moscow 
has been very sliort of books, both new and second-hand, and 
what second-hand books do appear in the shops for a brief 
moment are— if of any interest— extremely expensive. Sets of 
the Russian classics are almost unobtainable in Moscow. 
Here, in the Writers’ Bookshop in Leningrad, there was every- 
thing-many old books about St. Petersburg, several of which 
I greedily snatched up; sets of Gorki and Chekhov and Dos- 
toievsky, and anyone one could think of; not just one set of 
each, but several; flimsy and rare little volumes of poetry 
printed in the last forty years; whole sets of historical works, 
and several sets of Shakespeare in Russian, and what not. 
Also an impressive display of new books of prose and verse 
newly published in Leningrad, though few of the most famous 
ones, such as Ibner’s Pulkovo Meridian which, as I wrote be- 
fore, had been sold out in two days. And the second-hand 
boohs which Dangulov and Studyonov and I bought— by the 
time we were finished we had five enormous parcels— were of 
a kind you could not buy in Moscow at all, or for which, with 
luck, you would have to pay three or four times as much. The 
manager, a lively little man who was quite a Leningrad char- 
acter and a great pal of all the literary celebrities of the town, 
offered to show me the section of second-hand foreign books 
which, he said, was very remarkable, but I refused to be led 
into temptation, especially as the Colonel kept reminding us 
that there was a limit to the luggage we could take on the 
plane. I rather regret it now. 

At heart we knew what all this wealth meant; but it was 
no use brooding over it. These books came from the libraries 
of people who had been evacuated, or killed in the war, or 
who had died during the famine. “You just cannot imagine 
the kind of books that came our way during the winter of 
1941, and to some extent, ever since,” said the manager. “First 
editions of Pushkin, first editions of Lermontov, some in- 
scribed by the author, valuable French first editions, manu- 
scripts by great writers, the very existence of which was im- 
known. We made a point of putting the most valuable things 
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aside— for fie State Library. The State Library is going to 
gain tremendously from what has happened.” He added that 
the other second-hand bookshops in Leningrad had pmrsued 
the same policy. Also that Leningrad was now exporting a lot 
of books to the whole Red Army. 

We drove back to the hotel with our haul of five parcels, 
and then, for lack of anything better to do, we drove again 
to the Dramatic Theatre, where we saw an amusing American 
play about a dashing American reporter who eloped by mis- 
take with a millionaire’s daughter. It was called The Road to 
New York, and was a stage adaptation of the film scenario 
called It Happened One Night. It was a play full of move- 
ment, and good fun, with its detectives and gangsters, aU 
dressed like “real” Americans, in the brightest Hght-blue and 
purple suits. There was also the irate but fundamentally de- 
cent millionaire papa, in his nickel-tubed ofiBce on the top of 
the skyscraper, and with half a dozen telephones on his enor- 
mous desk. The play was full of shghtly “risky” situations, 
with the hero and heroine sleeping in the same boarding- 
house room with only a curtain between them; there was also 
the comic landlady who claimed that the room in question 
had been slept in by Jack London. At the bright moments the 
band played the Lambeth Walk, and at the sentimental mo- 
ments Sonny Boy. The Leningrad audience greatly enjoyed 
it all. 

In the first interval, as we stood smoking on the pavement 
outside the theatre with a crowd of ofiBcers and sailors, I had 
my last sight of Leningrad in daylight— the battered build- 
ings and almost deserted quay on the other side of the Fon- 
tanka river. 

After supper, Likharev said good-bye, while the others 
went and had a few hours’ sleep. I stayed up, trying to sort 
out my notes and thoughts. I had seen something Qiat was 
very great, very moving and very tragic. I had seen hmnan 
greatness before. I had seen it in Spain, and in the London 
fetz; I had seen it in that grim Arctic convoy that brought 
me to Russia in May 1942; I had seen the generals and the 
men who had won the battle of Stalingrad; I had seen Russian 
peasant girls in the devastated country roimd Voronezh till- 
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ing their fields again, wdtli nothing more than shovels to work 
with; but the greatness of Leningrad had a quality of its own. 
It was hard to define; words hke soHdarity or patriotism 
or “self-sacrifice” or “spirit of defence” are only words; I felt 
that the spirit of Leningrad was a blend of all these, and of 
much else besides. I decided right then that only a detailed 
accoimt of aU I had seen could, by the cumulative eflFect of 
all the details, explain the substance of the Leningrad epic. 
Five days are not much to spend in a city; nor had I seen as 
many people as I might have seen in more normal circum- 
stances, and in a place which was not a mihtaty zone, and 
where my movements would not have been limited by mih- 
tary rules. Yet I had every reason to be grateful and no cause 
for complaint. Moreover I had never felt lost; I knew Lenin- 
grad; it was, after aU, my native city, though I often foimd 
it difficult to think of it in those terms. It meant to me both 
less and more. Finally, I had had over two years experience 
of the war in Russia; I could compare, and could observe 
things with reference to that experience. 

We said a fond good-bye to Anna Andreievna, and left at 
three in the morning. Through the complete blackout we 
drove to some airfield, a long way out of town. The streets 
were empty and silent. Major Lozak, sitting next to the driver, 
kept humming Sonny Boy and tunes from The Princess of the 
Circus. It was very chilly when we arrived at the airfield. We 
had an hour to wait, and rather than wait in the car. Major 
Lozak took us to a wooden buildi n g among the pine trees, 
and knocked on the door for some time. An elderly woman, 
looking very sleepy, finally opened the door, and thereupon 
led us in with a show of genuine cordiahty. It was the officers’ 
club. She made us hot tea, and Studyonov and Lozak played 
a game of biUiards, while Dangulov and I played a less 
strenuous game of draughts. I was tired and lost every 
time. 

At last we were called out, and a few minutes later the 
plane took off. 

A sort of physical and nervous exhaustion then came over 
me. Once or twice I imagined that we were crashing and I 
started up with a feeling of acute fear. But it was not h i n g. 
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The sun had risen, and below us were miles of dark-green 
forests, with the yellow flu£Ey patches of the birch trees among 
them, and I feU back into a restless slumber. This time we 
were flying non-stop to Moscow. Even before the usual break- 
fast time, I was back in my room at the Metropole. 
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LENINGRAD'S LIBERATION: 
THE SECOND VISIT 


AFTER that I continued to watch the rather scanty news 
xTL from Leningrad in the Russian press with even more than 
the usual eagerness. Immense events were occurring in the 
south. The Red Army was over-running the Ukraine and 
pushing the Germans beyond the Dnieper. Mehtopol was 
captured, and Zaporozh, and Dniepropetrovsk, and finally 
Kiev, and there seemed no limit to the Russian advance. The 
Moscow Conference was an enormous success; and later 
came the conference at Teheran. But stiU there was little news 
from Leningrad or the Leningrad front. 

Then, one day in December, while I was on a short visit to 
Egypt, I saw in a local paper, dated December 7th: 

Significant Declaration 

Referring to the Leningrad sector, yesterday s Soviet communi- 
que made the following significant declaration: 

“German and Finnish barbarians are destroying the habitations 
and non-military objectives in Leningrad. 

‘The artillery of the German and Finnish invaders placed at the 
approaches to Lenmgrad has during many months been systemati- 
cally destroying the habitations in tiie city. 

“During die past three weeks the shelling has been considerably 
increased. There are no military objectives in Lenmgrad at present. 

“The Finnish and Gennan Governments think that if Finnish 
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and German troops destroy Leningrad, the question of Leningrad s 
security will not arise for the Soviet Union. 

"The German and Finnish invaders have, however, undoubtedly 
committed a grave mistake. The Soviet people and the Red Army 
have sufficient strength to defend Leningrad, to guarantee the 
future safety of the city, and to force the German and Finnish in- 
vaders to bear full responsibility for the crimes committed.” 

It sounded very grim, especially in the light of what I read 
a few days later: 

Rocket Sheles on Leningkad 

Stockholm, Sunday.— The Svenska Dagbladet to-day quotes 
travellers from Berlin as saying that the Germans recently used a 
new secret weapon to bombard Leningrad. They were unable to 
give details but said the weapon might be the rocket shell gun 
with which the Germans are now said to be experimenting.” 

A few days later still, a New York message told a lurid and, 
to all appearances, improbable story of a German rocket shell 
weighing fifteen tons, and with a range of 150 kilometres— 
not quite far enough to reach London. It added, however, 
that the Germans had already been using it against Lenin- 
grad. 

Actually, tliis secret-weapon story turned out to be just as 
unfounded as the numerous other secret-weapon stories that 
Nazi propagandists had been hawking about the various neu- 
tral and semi-neutral capitals. I returned to Moscow at the 
beginning of January, and what I discovered from several 
people who had just come from Leningrad was this. It was 
quite true that Leningrad had been having, and was still 
having, a very difficult time. During the last two months shell- 
ing had increased in mtensity, larger shells— including some 
16-inch shells— were being used, and now shelling was going 
on not only dmiig daytime as before but also diuing the 
night, with the result that physical and nervous strain on the 
people of Leningrad was correspondingly greater. On some 
days the Germans concentrated on the city with particular 
futy— those were the days when Hitler had received a great 
hcking somewhere else. He was taking it out of Leningrad. 
Every great Russian victory in the Ukraine, or say the siidcing 
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of the Scharnhorst, was followed in Leningrad by a day of 
intensive shelttng. 

But then, when to the outside world the outlook in Lenin- 
grad seemed grimmer than it had been for a long time, the 
hour of revenge suddenly struck. Soldiers in Leningrad itself 
had known for some time that it was coming, but no one out- 
side ( except the Supreme Command) knew it— least of all the 
Germans. They, on the contrary, had been preparing to strike 
a blow at that very Oranienbamn bridgehead from which the 
Russians launched the attack on January 14. The German 
plan was not only to eliminate this bridgehead, but perhaps 
even, ice conditions permitting, to strike at Kronstadt and 
perhaps at Leningrad itself across the ice of the Gulf of Fin- 
land. As General Gvozdkov declared some time later, two 
S.S. divisions, the Nordland and Niederland, had been con- 
centrated against the Oranienbamn bridgehead shortly be- 
fore the Russians attacked from there towards the east and 
south-east, thus forestalling the German attack. One of the 
most amazing episodes in this war is how the Russians man- 
aged to concentrate sufBciently large forces on the extremely 
precarious Oranienbamn bridgehead, to launch from there 
the attack which was to play such a decisive part in the lib- 
eration of Leningrad. 

One of the disturbing factors in this winter of 1943-44 was 
the weather. There was very little snow, and throughout De- 
cember the temperature had hovered roimd freezing point. 
Even in Leningrad, days of hard frost had been few— and 
January was no better. There was only a thin and uncontinu- 
ous crust of ice on the Gulf of Finland— just sufficient to 
allow infantry to walk carefully across it from Kronstadt and 
places on the north side of the Gulf. As for heavy equipment, 
there could be no question of taking it across tihe ice. Ships 
took guns, tanks and ammunition to Oranienbamn with the 
help of ice-breakers when necessary, and all this was done 
during the night under the very noses of the Germans and 
their Peterhof and Strehaa batteries, which were busy at that 
time shelling Leningrad. Not a single Russian was lost in this 
extraordinary operation. 

Oranienbamn struck out on the fourteenth. Leningrad 
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struck out next morning— and towl One o£ the biggest artil- 
lery barrages of this war was set loose against the German 
positions at Ligovo, right on Leningrad’s south-west doorstep, 
and on a hill called Finskoye Koirovo, slightly west^of Pul- 
kovo. These two areas were what the Germans called “Lenin- 
grad’s padlock.” Both represented a continuous labymth of 
trenches interlarded with minefields and barbed wire, the 
latter constituting, moreover, a complicated mechamsm of 
booby-traps. To cut the wire was as dangerous as not to cut 
it. The trenches and underground passages connected hun- 
dreds of concrete pillboxes or, rather, “wells,” from which in 
almost complete safety the Germans could use almost any 
kind of gun and machine gun. The barrage was intended to 
“plough up” these two fortified zones which the Germans 
considered impregnable. Smashing the concrete wells with 
either bombing or shelling was almost impossible. There were 
only two solutions, since frontal attack was necessary and 
encirclement was impossible— so solid were these German 
defence fines. One was to “drive the Germans crazy” inside 
the wells, with the intensity of the barrage demolishing every- 
thing aroimd them. But that took time. The other was to at- 
tack the wells individually. Men had to be found who, after 
some hours of general shelling, would undertake the almost 
suicidal job of crawling up to the wells and hurling hand 
grenades into them. And such was the frenzy of Leningrad 
troops to finish with the blockade and the shelling once and 
for all that several of the wells were put out of action in pre- 
cisely this way. That morning of January 15 was the most 
exciting moment in Leningrad’s fife. The whole city shook 
with excitement and anticipation and the barrage of one thou- 
sand guns. These were front fine guns— just like those near 
the Putilov works I had seen that morning in September and 
smaller field guns still nearer to the front fine, and the power- 
ful naval guns firing from the warships on the Neva right in 
the centre of Leningrad. And the same thought was in every- 
body’s mind: “No, they must not, they caimot fail this time.” 

It was a damp muggy day that fifteenth of January, and it 
wasn’t imtil mid-day that the weather somewhat cleared up. 
It was then that htmdreds of Russian planes roared over the 
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city from airfields in. tlie north to drop their bomb-loads on 
the Germans. 

For about twn days this battle went on. There were mo- 
ments, as a yotmg officer who had taken part in it later told 
me, when even the bravest were beginning to wonder and the 
troops were showing signs of nervousness. After the barrage 
had ploughed up everything around the German pillboxes, 
and guns had specially blasted passages in the minefields for 
the Russian tanks, the tanks went forward followed by infan- 
try. “What, across the minefields?” I asked. “Yes,” said the 
officer, “the shells had ploughed up the terrain to such an 
extent that most of the mines had been buried deep under- 
ground or blown up. Of course, it was very dangerous, never- 
theless. However, once we captured Ligovo and Finskoye 
Koirovo and the road was relatively clear to Krasnoye Selo, 
things became easier. From now on frontal attacks on this scale 
were no longer necessary. We could apply our well tested 
envelopment tactics, and it was by envelopment that we 
liberated Pushkino and Krasnoye and Gatchina. The Ger- 
mans, seized with panic at the thought of what had happened 
to their pals in the Ligovo-Strelna salient (the fierceness of 
the fighting was such that we didn’t take many prisoners), 
pulled out as fast as they could. Our job was to pursue them, 
and I will bet you that not very many of Hitler s Leningrad 
troops got away to the Estonian border.” 

It was on January nmeteenth, five days after the launching 
of the Oranienbaum offensive and four days after the “great 
Leningrad barrage,” that the two armies jomed at Ropsha— 
a place until then loiown in history only for the assassination 
thare of Catherine’s husband, the Prussomaniac and dipso- 
maniac Tsar Peter the Third. 

With the breaking of the “padlock” the whole German 
chain of fortifications crumbled. One by one Pushkino (Tsar- 
skoye Selo), Pavlovsk, Mga in the east and Gatchina in the 
south fell. Further east stiff Novgorod had been taken by 
troops of the Volkhov front. By February 14 practically the 
whole of Leningrad Province had been cleared of the Ger- 
mans— except for probably 60,000 or 75,000 new German 
corpses left behind in the last month. 
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How many hundred thousand dead the senseless Lenin- 
grad adventure cost Germany since 1941 we shall perhaps 
never know. On Februar}" 14 the Russians had already recap- 
tured Luga and the whole east hank of Lake Peipus. There 
were not many German prisoners who boasted they woxild 
ever come near Leningrad again. Meantime in the north the 
Finns were shaking in their shoes, especially since the big 
Russian air raid of February 6 on Helsinki. They would now 
have to pay for the “glorious adventure” of having been Hit- 
ler s accomphces for so many years. 

I revisited Leningrad at the beginning of February. Exter- 
nally it had changed less than I had feared after reading all 
those “secret weapon” stories in the Cairo papers. People were 
happy and, though physically tired, full of energy and plans 
for the future. Two hundred soldiers were helping in the 
rebuilding of the Mariinsky Theatre, which had been shat- 
tered by a half-ton bomb back in 1941, and by shells since 
that— the Mariinsky Theatre where Pavlova and Nijinsky had 
danced and Chaliapin sung. Soldiers— yes, because there 
weren’t enough civilians available for this kind of work. Bara- 
nov, the chief architect of Leningrad’s Town Cotmcil, re- 
marked, “It shouldn’t take more than two— perhaps three- 
years fully to restore Leningrad. But it’s a question of labour. 
How soon wfll the war end? How many demobihsed soldiers 
win be available for municipal reconstruction work? Anyway, 
it’s part of the general economic reconstruction of the coun- 
try. We shall need glass for millions of windows, and several 
trainloads of plate glass for the Winter Palace alone.” 

And the reconstruction of Leningrad is nothing compared 
with that of other towns in the Soviet Union which have been 
almost or completely obliterated. One of the most tragic 
sights of aU is the coimtry roimd Leningrad. The city now 
stands in the middle of a desert. There is nothing left of thou- 
sands of country houses roimd Leningrad, Peterhof is wiped 
out, and Httle more than a heap of ruins is left of Tsarkoye 
Selo, Pavlovsk and Gatchina. Of all the neighbourhood of 
Leningrad, the historically uninteresting and artistically non- 
existent north-east is more or less intact. But the famous Im- 
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perial Palaces and their beautiful parks all tnose towns 
where qvqty inch of ground is full of historical and literary 
associations— have practically disappeared. 

I was with several other correspondents on this second trip 
to Leningrad, and I inevitably saw less and talked less. We 
went there by train. After foUowing the Moscow-Leningrad 
TnaiTi line it branched off somewhere to the east, and later we 
crossed the Volkhov and passed through Schlusselburg.^ It 
took 36 hours to reach Leningrad, but shortly the direct line 
will be restored and the famous Red Arrow express will run 
again between the two capitals. By the way, speaking of capi- 
tals, there were many Leningraders who beKeved that shortly 
Leningrad would be made the capital of the R.S.F.S.R., that 
is, Russia proper, as distinct from Moscow, which would re- 
main the capital of the Soviet Union as a whole. Though 1 
didn^t see very much of Leningrad on this second visit, I spent 
two days in the wasteland around it — in those places which 
in September Td only been able to see from that observation 
tower near the Narva Gate. Snow had fallen since the great 
battles of January, and had modestly covered up the earth. 
Even with the snow covering it the terrain was irregular- 
ploughed up by that fantastic Russian barrage. And here and 
there a leg or a head was still protruding from under the snow. 
All around Ligovo and Pulkovo, where the main battle had 
been fought, there was nothing but a strange white lunar land- 
scape with a few fantastically shaped fragments of brick walls 
standing (I identified one of them as Ligovo station). But 
already the trains were running among the ruins, runnmg 
westwards towards Estonia. Here and there also a tree stood 
raising its bare shattered arms helplessly into the winter sky. 
Such was the immediate neighbourhood of Leningrad. Ver- 
dim— worse than Verdun after the last war. At Strelna, among 
what had once been cosy-looking little country houses ( many 
of these were still standing, for Riere hadn't been much shell- 
ing here) stood monstrous German siege guns inside concrete 
blockhouses eight inches thick. The Germans had certainly 
put in a lot of time and trouble to shell Leningrad. Beyond 
that was Peterhof with the pathetic remains of &e great Ras- 
treUi Palace, and a canal denuded of aU its statues and foun- 
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tains to show where the centre of Peterhof had been. The 
town of Peterhof had disappeared with the exception of a 
shattered church and a few other buildings. Tragic in a dif- 
ferent way were the numerous villages, with their high-gabled 
huts, in the snowy plain betw^een Peterhof and Tsarkoye Selo 
and Gatchina. They looked normal and intact. Yet there 
wasn’t a soul to be seen anywhere. Everybody had been 
driven away into the rear by tibe Germans. Gatchina was the 
first place where “native” population could-be found— a couple 
of thousand people who had lived through two and a half 
years of the usual Nazi terror— with the concentration camp, 
stiU with barbed wire round it, occupying one of the main 
buildings of the town. From Gatchina the Germans had left 
in a great hurry. Mr. GKnka, who was curator of Gatchina 
Palace— that beautiful Palace, with its Engfish landscape 
garden, built by Catherine for her favorite Gregory Orlov 
and later the summer residence of Tsar Paul the First— told 
me how he arrived at Gatchina four hours after the Germans 
had been driven out. Firing was stiU going on at the aero- 
drome, where the remaini n g Germans were being finished 
off, German bodies were being piled up outside the Palace 
gates, half-demented local inhabitants were rushing around 
telling soldiers what they’d hved through, and great clouds 
of black smoke were rising from the Palace. In their fury the 
Huns had set fire to it before leaving. Fury— yes. But not only 
fury. There was method in all this destruction. 

“Why?” Glinka said. “Why, I ask you. Wasn’t it enough to 
have looted the Palace of all its art treasures? Wasn’t it enough 
to have its top floor turned into an oflScers’ brothel?” And he 
added sadly diat this was probably his last trip to Gatchina. 
The architects, he said, could no doubt patch up the sohdly 
built Palace, but for the curator of its art treasures there was 
nothing more to do. 

The quiet charm of Pavlovsk and the splendom: of Tsar- 
skoye Selo, with its beautiful baroque Palace built for Cath- 
erine by Rastrelli and the classical coloimade built by Cam- 
eron, the Scottish architect, and all the rest of that wonderful 
ensemble of eighteenth-century art— all was now in ruins. 
True, part of the Catherine Palace had escaped complete de- 
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struction. That was only because some German sappers had 
been caught and had been ordered to remove immediately 
eleven delayed-action mines they had placed under the Pal- 
ace. However, everything inside had been looted. Pavlovsk 
Palace had been set on fire the day the Germans left. Most 
of the trees in those poetic parks of Tsarskoye and Pavlovsk 
which had been sung by Catherine's Poet Laureate, the great 
Derzhavin, by the young Pushkin and much later by Inno- 
kenti Annensky, the great s>TnboHst poet, who was head- 
master of Tsarskoye Selo high school and who in 1909 col- 
lapsed and died while wandering through the park— most 
of the trees had been cut down by the Germans. Most of this 
damage will never be repaired. The destruction of these pal- 
aces and parks has aroused among the Russians as great a 
fury as the worst German atrocities against human beings. 
Many people in Leningrad have told me: “People who de- 
liberately destroy works of art have no right to own any. 
They cannot have any real love of art. Why, then, should 
the Huns own the European art treasures of Dresden, Mu- 
nich, and Berhn? The least thing we can expect is that as 
compensation our people receive the contents of some of the 
German art galleries. We shall rebuild the walls of our pal- 
aces. Perhaps it is the most we can do. But at least we shall 
have something valuable to put into them.” 

I did not mean to touch on wider political issues in this 
book, which deals simply with a great human story. But I 
should like to say just this. When I see all the destruction that 
has been caused by this war in Russia and try to imagine the 
immense work of reconstruction lying ahead and aU the la- 
bour that will be required to carry out this reconstruction— 
not to mention the equally great task of completing the pre- 
war plans of economic prosperity— when I see and imagine 
all this, I find it hard to take much notice of any talk about 
“Russian Imperialism.” Glearly what Russia requires is many 
years of peace and secmity, without which there can be no 
real reconstruction and no real prosperity. Whether we like 
it or not Russia will insist on obtaining the maximum security 
even though in the process there may be moments of un- 
pleasantness between her Allies and herself. 
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One of Russians post-war aims is to tave once again a secure 
and prosperous Leningrad— that one and only European cap- 
ital outside London which never suffered the indignity of 
enemy occupation. Had Leningrad been occupied by the 
Germans it would have shared the fate of Tsarskoye Selo and 
Peterhof . The danger was immense and the price of averting 
it terrible. To-day the people of Leningrad feel that a secure 
and prosperous future is something to which they are entitled. 
And not only they but still more so the children of those who 
were killed in battle or died in the Leningrad famine. 
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